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Book 1: Dad’s Russian Mafia Bear Best Friend 


FALLING FOR HER BOSS 


Logan 
She’s only twenty-one, young and innocent, quiet as a 
mouse, but that won’t stop me from wanting her. Fuck, it 
kind of makes me want her more. How the hell am | 
supposed to concentrate at work when she’s walking around 
here in a tight skirt, looking at me with those wide green 
eyes? 


Does she have any clue what she does to me? Am I even on 
her radar? Some days, it’s like she refuses to even look at 
me. Will | ever Know what it’s like to take her in my arms, to 
show her off to the world, to call her mine? 


Not if her brother - and my best friend - has anything to 
do with it. 


Isabella 


He’s the kind of presence in a room that makes me terrified 
but leaves me wanting more. I’d be smart to keep my 
distance, but each day | spend in his office, | get a little 
closer to opening my mouth and saying what | really think. 


His handsome face is too much to handle at work. | spend 
half my days avoiding his gaze. Whether | like it or not, he 
has me weak in the knees. Whether | like it or not, | want 
him to be mine. Whether | like it or not, | want him to be the 
one to take my innocence. 


But my brother is his best and only friend - the one 
who got me this job. How can I pursue what | want when he’s 


keeping an eye on me? 


*Falling For Her Boss is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. There is some ow drama. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Logan 


Monday’s are always terrible. My team comes in half-asleep, 
still recovering from a weekend of partying hard and getting 
laid. | show up an hour early to prepare, but it still doesn’t 
make up for the fact that everyone is at their very worst this 
morning. 


Today, we’re talking rebranding and new designs. When | 
inherited my parent’s cosmetic brand after they died in a car 
crash five years ago, the company began to consume my 
life, but what the hell do | Know about makeup? My team is 
meant to be providing the expertise, in everything from 
product design to sample testing, but with Bret practically 
asleep in his coffee and Brandon pale as a ghost, | Know that 
I’m not going to get anything useful out of my design team 
today. 


“We need to focus, people. Our products aren’t exactly flying 
off the shelves,” | say sternly. “The packaging for the latest 
line of palettes is all wrong. Come on. Show me what you’ve 
got.” 


Bret and Brandon try to pull themselves together to form a 
pitch for the new designs, but it’s so bad that I can barely 
listen to it. Especially after | notice Isabella quietly slip into 
the room with a tray of coffee for the other zombies sitting 
around the conference table. 


While the boys stumble through their pitch, my eyes are on 
Isabella. Even after almost a year as my assistant, she still 


struggles with the coffee tray. It’s kind of cute. Everything 
she does is certifiably adorable. Not that l'Il ever be able to 
tell her that, but a guy can dream, right? 


| watch her wobbling around the room in her heels. She’s 
tiny, much shorter than | am even in her stilettos. Coffee 
spills around the edges of the cups as she hands them out 
and she winces to herself, clearly praying no one has 
noticed. | smirk to myself before realizing that the boys have 
finished talking and are watching me expectantly. | clear my 
throat. 


“Well, if there’s nothing worth pitching, | guess we can have 
another day or so to think things over,” | say tiredly. | know 
that l'Il be fighting a losing battle today if | try to inspire 
productivity. Besides, with Isabella’s hips swinging as she 
circles the table, I’m not exactly feeling productive either. | 
can’t help staring at her beautiful slim body, wondering 
what it would be like to press myself up against her and 
show her a good time. | don’t care if she’s terrible at doling 
out coffee - who gives a fuck? I’m much more interested in 
that ass of hers... 


Does everyone have these kinds of thoughts about their 
young, hot assistant? Damn, it’s been a while since I’ve 
gotten laid. But | need to push these thoughts aside. If her 
brother knew what I was thinking right now, I’d be dead 
meat. 


“Um...look, let’s try and think of this from outside the box, 
okay? We're not the target audience here. None of us wear 
makeup. Except maybe Bret on the weekends, but that’s 
none of our business...” 

Some of the guys chuckle, attempting to look alive for my 
sake. Isabella glances over her shoulder at me, catching my 
eye fora moment before shying away, continuing her coffee 


round in meek silence. I’m hoping the others can’t tell that 
I’m getting a semi in my pants with her just being here. At 
least | know half of them are probably on the same page in 
that respect. 


“Let’s try and think about what the buyer really wants. It’s 
not enough to design something and hope for the best. | 
know you've been looking at other products for inspiration, 
but we need to stand out from the crowd, or we'll never get 
noticed.” | sigh. My head is back in the game for a moment. 
“My parents left me this company as their legacy, and I don’t 
want to let them down now. So please, everyone. Bring me 
something worthwhile tomorrow. We can’t go on like this.” 


Bret and Brandon exchange a guilty look between them. | 
can see that they’re feeling bad about letting me down. But 
my focus isn’t on them. Across the room, someone else has 
been paying attention to my little speech... 


Isabella stops in her tracks, placing the tray she’s been 
carrying on the table. Everyone looks up at her, wondering 
why she’s lingering around. Usually, she’s in and out like a 
shot. Perhaps the room full of men intimidates her. But now, 
she smooths down her blouse and stands up straight, 
drawing my eyes to her rounded breasts for a moment. She 
clears her throat. 


“Can | make a suggestion?” 


The room falls silent and | stare at Isabella in shock. She’s 
barely said two words to me in all the time she’s worked 
here, and now she’s addressing the entire room at once. 
She’s usually hidden away in her little office, avoiding me as 
much as possible. Probably on her brother’s orders. So 
what’s her deal now? 


She stands nervously, her hands clasped in front of her as 
she shifts from foot to foot. She still can’t even look me in 
the eye. | fold my arms over my chest, raising an eyebrow. 
Whatever she has to say, I’m willing to listen. Even if just to 
hear her pretty voice again. 


She takes a deep breath, her breasts heaving as she does so, 
straining against the cloth of her shirt. 


“You need a woman’s touch,” she says simply. 


In more ways than one, | think to myself. | force my eyes to 
return to her face. She bites her plump lip, unsure whether 
to continue. | nod to her and she clears her throat anxiously. 


“Ladies want very different things compared to men. 
Makeup makes them feel empowered,” Isabella says softly. 
“Do some market research and ask what appeals to them.” 


“Well, they do say it’s impossible to read a woman’s mind,” | 
reply. The men in the room laugh while she blushes prettily. | 
smile at her. | don’t want to scare her off now. Not when she 
is finally showing that she’s more than just a pretty face. | 
want to hear what she has to Say. 


“You seem to Know what you’re talking about...perhaps you 
can help us. We need to reach our target audience to find 
out what they think. Do you think you could give some 
insight to start us off?” 


She looks like a deer caught in headlights. She twiddles with 
her blonde hair for a moment, clearly nervous around me. 
But | can see curiosity in those innocent eyes of hers. She 
wants to explore this option as much as | do. | can feel the 
magnetism between us, pulling her slowly closer to me and 
my offer. Maybe it’s just my imagination. Maybe I’m feeling 


what | want to feel. But | know I’ve given her an offer she 
won’t refuse. 


“Yes,” she breathes. 


CHAPTER 2 


Isabella 


| can barely believe it. This morning, | flourished like a flower 
out of the blue. | felt like a brand new woman for a few 
minutes. Who was that confident girl who was happy to 
stand in front of a room full of men and share her ideas? 
Surely it couldn’t have been little old me? 


Whoever possessed me for those five minutes in Logan 
Haynes’ meeting has gone now. It’s nearing the end of the 
day, and I’m meeting my brother, Joshua, for dinner, as soon 
as | finish up. He’s picking me up from work, so no doubt he 
will see Logan too. That’s the last thing | want. What if he 
tells him about my moment of madness in the office? | 
mean, who do I think | am? I’m just an assistant, not a 
designer, or a businesswoman, or anything. I’m supposed to 
blend into the background. But Logan makes me feel so 
seen. | see him looking at me all of the time, so how am | 
meant to ignore that? | might keep my distance, keep my 
head down, keep quiet, but it doesn’t mean | don’t sense the 
chemistry in the air. 


| sit rigid at my desk. Somewhere in this building, Logan is 
living and breathing. Just the thought of his existence gets 
me hot under the collar. Am I blushing? Am | sweating a 
little in anticipation? | think | am. He’s all | can think about 
since this morning. Am I on his mind too? Part of me hopes 
so. The other part of me fears that hope. A man like him is 
bad for me. He’s sexy, confident, and outgoing. Each trait of 
his is opposite to mine. | might want him, but he would ruin 
me, body and soul. 


Pull yourself together, | tell myself. Five minutes more and 
you can head out with Joshua. 


For my final five minutes, | sip water and try to think of 
anything, but my boss. | feel like a total disgrace. How can | 
be getting so distracted? It’s not as though my job is 
demanding. | answer phones, | file paperwork, | make coffee. 
It should be simple. And yet, my whole day has been 
consumed by anything, but work. 


Finally, the clock strikes five. | have no plans to stick around 
for longer than I need to. | rush to the bathroom to change. | 
try to dress modestly for work, preferring to remain 
professional, but Joshua is taking me someplace fancy. | 
need to look my best. | change into a black dress that hugs 
my curves and slick on some red lipstick. | run my fingers 
through my hair like a comb, looking at myself critically in 
the mirror. Is this outfit too much? Do | look promiscuous? | 
blush to myself. | wouldn’t want people getting the wrong 
idea. I’ve only shared two kisses in my life, both of them 
barely worth mentioning. Sex is a whole new thing entirely 
to me. Do | look desperate? Do | look like | want it? 


Do | look like a person who is hopelessly lusting after their 
boss? 


| have to get out of here before these stupid thoughts 
consume me. Perhaps dinner is exactly what | need to 
distract me. | leave the restroom in a hurry, tottering on my 
awful black stilettos. | never have mastered the art of 
walking in them. 


Or running either, it seems. I’ve only made it a few steps 
when | topple head over heels, landing hard on the floor face 
first. | groan to myself in pain, wondering why | always seem 


to make an idiot of myself. | get on my knees, catching my 
breath for a moment before trying to stand. 


“Miss Cohen?” 


| whip around as I find my feet, gasping a little. Logan is 
heading right for me. | straighten my dress, clearing my 
throat. What does he want? Since this morning’s meeting, 
we have only spoken over the intercom. We’re supposed to 
be meeting tomorrow to talk about the marketing strategy, 
which | totally have no clue about. Now, I’ve just 
embarrassed myself by falling down right in front of him. At 
least | can’t do anything more embarrassing tomorrow in the 
meeting, though | wouldn’t dream of jinxing it. 


“Are you all right?” Logan asks, looking half amused, half 
concerned. | blush, hanging my head. 


“Yas,” 

“Are you sure? You took quite a tumble...” 

“I'm fine, honestly.” 

| expect Logan to move on, but he stays right where he is. | 
can feel his eyes exploring every inch of me. | guess he sees 
something he likes, especially considering the dress I’m 


wearing right now. 


“Going somewhere nice?” he asks. When | look up at him, he 
looks somewhat disappointed. 


| clear my throat. “Um...just dinner with my brother.” 


Logan’s features soften. “Ah, | see. | had thought perhaps 
you were going on a date. But that sounds nice...you’re 


lucky you can pin him down. Joshua is always so busy these 
days.” 


| nod meekly. He’s not wrong. Since he became the CEO of 
one of the largest car companies in the country, he’s 
devoted to his work. | guess that’s why he and Logan get on 
SO well...they’re both workaholics, married to their jobs. 


“Well... maybe | can keep you company while you wait. | 
know Joshua has a tendency to be late for personal 
appointments...work comes first, and all that.” 


| can barely breathe. I’ve never spent this much time with 
Logan in one go, other than to serve him coffee while he’s on 
a conference call, or when he asks me to take notes for his 
meetings. We don’t exactly hold a conversation in those 
scenarios, either. There might be sexual tension between us, 
but it doesn’t mean | would know how to act on it, or know 
how to talk to him. Just one look at his strong jawline and 
words fail me entirely. But now he’s smiling at me, so how 
can | say no to him when he’s looking at me like that? 


a O kay.” 


Logan’s hand rests for a short moment at the base of my 
spine and he guides me toward the building’s reception 
area. My heart is going wild, beating at a million miles an 
hour. Even when he moves his hand away again, | can feel 
the heat from where his palm was. We walk in silence and | 
can hear my own breathing in the quietness. As we stand by 
the entrance, | glance at Logan. He doesn’t seem to be 
nervous at all. That must be nice. 


“So,” he says, lighting up a cigarette as we stand on the 
edge of the street. “Are you nervous about tomorrow?” 


| try to speak and nothing comes out, so | settle for a nod. 


“Maybe you should believe in yourself more,” Logan 
murmurs, taking a long drag of his cigarette. “In less than a 
minute, you showed more integrity than my entire design 
team. Who is to say you’re not good enough to be one of 
them for a day?” 


I’m definitely blushing now. | wasn’t expecting to be 
bombarded by compliments by my boss today. First, he says 
| look good, and now he’s telling me I’m worth more than | 
think. It’s a lot to handle. Logan chuckles quietly at my 
expression. 


“You're a strange little creature. So timid. Nothing like your 
brother,” he says. He gives me a long, lingering look as he 
drags on his cigarette again. Who knew a man could make 
those cancerous sticks look so damn good? | watch him in 
awe, unable to drag my eyes away from him. 


| smooth my dress down nervously. Part of me wishes Joshua 
would hurry up and show up but haven’t I been waiting for 
this for a long time? To be alone with the only man I can say 
has actually captured my attention? He’s everything | crave 
in a man... domineering, quietly spoken, but gruff. Wide 
shoulders and strong arms that look like they could scoop 
me up and whisk me away wherever he fancies. Gorgeous 
features and an even better dress sense, with all those sharp 
suits and expensive shirts. It’s hard not to imagine what’s 
under all those clothes as well... 


“So I imagine you don’t plan on being my assistant for the 
rest of your life,” Logan says smoothly, as though | haven’t 
just presented him with a long awkward silence to admire 

his physique. | blush to myself, though | know he has no 


idea what | was thinking of. “What are your dreams? Your 
aspirations?” 


This all feels very personal. I’ve never had a boss of mine 
ask anything about my life, and I’ve been working since | 
was sixteen. Before my brother made his fortune, we were 
strapped for cash and | was forced to take on a job to help 
him with the bills, leaving me with little in the way of 
dreams for myself. With our father in prison, working long 
hours was the only way to keep us in our poky little 
apartment. | wonder if Logan knows all of that since he’s 
Joshua's closest friend. Part of me doubts it. Joshua is a very 
private man. 


But Logan’s asking me what | want to do now, not about my 
past. | clear my throat. 


“Well...eventually, I’d like to be a makeup artist. That’s why 
Joshua suggested | get a job here last year. He thought 
working within the industry would give me ideas about what 
to do.” 


Logan frowns. “I had no idea. If | had known, perhaps | could 
have helped you out. Gotten you in contact with some 
people who could give you some training.” 


| blink several times. “You'd do that...for me?” 


Logan smiles, letting his cigarette fall to the ground. He 
stubs it out with his shoe. “Of course | would. Let me talk to 
some of my contacts. | have some excellent clients who 
make large orders. They work as makeup artists for the 
biggest and best. You'll be set up in no time.” 


| can hardly believe it. Two minutes of conversation with 
Logan, and he’s practically offering me my dreams on a 


silver platter. | guess that’s how it works when you know rich 
people. They’re used to getting things their way. To him, this 
might not be a big deal, but for me? It’s everything. 


“Logan?” 


| turn around and see my brother striding towards me and 
my boss. He too is dressed smartly in his signature navy suit 
and a pair of sunglasses. A few ladies walk past and look his 
way, struck by how handsome he is. I’ve seen it a million 
times before. Women are always enchanted by him. But 
Joshua doesn’t have time for any of them. Much like Logan, 
he’s married to his job. He removes his sunglasses as he 
approaches, revealing his haunting green eyes. They’re just 
like mine, but Joshua’s have seen so much more than mine. 
He’s the responsible one who always kept us afloat. Now, he 
has everything in the world he could possibly want, but the 
sparkle still hasn’t returned to his eyes. 


“Long time no see,” Logan says, bringing Joshua in for a 
quick hug. They both slap one another on the back ina 
boisterous way as they pull apart. “I was just talking to your 
sister about her dreams of being a makeup artist.” 


Joshua looks my way with a raised eyebrow, unsmiling. 
“Yeah? It’s good to know she’s still chasing that down. You’re 
worth so much more than assistant work.” 


| blush. “It’s not so bad.” 


Logan laughs. “Not so bad? Wow, way to make a guy feel 
good.” 


“| didn’t mean to offend you...” 


Logan shakes his head. “Don’t worry about it. You didn't. 
Hey, where are you headed, Josh? Anywhere nice?” 


“| made us a reservation at Bonita,” Joshua says, putting a 
protective arm around my shoulder. “You should come with 
us. It’s been a long time since we last went out.” 


r 


“And whose fault is that?” Logan asks playfully. “I’d love to.’ 
My heart almost fails me. Dinner? With my insanely 
handsome boss? Not to mention my brother too, his best 
friend? 


I’m not certain my heart can take it. 


CHAPTER 3 


Logan 


Joshua inviting me to dinner is the best thing that’s 
happened to me in weeks. Spending more time with my hot 
assistant is a great way to end the day. Plus, now that she’s 
starting to open up a little, perhaps we can really strike 
something up. If | asked her on a date, would she Say yes, or 
be scared of how it would make her look? Everyone knows 
you’re not supposed to date people you work with, 
especially not your boss. But maybe she’d make an 
exception for me if | showed her a good time. 


But the more | think about it, the more the idea seems like a 
bad one. | haven’t dated in years. I’ve had a string of one- 
night stands, all with women hot enough to melt butter. But 
with all the time | spend at work, I’m not exactly looking for 
a long term relationship. | have plenty to give a woman if 
she’s just looking for something casual, but something real? 
That’s out of the question. 


| show up at the restaurant moments before Joshua’s car 
pulls up. This little French restaurant is hard to get a table 
at, but not for guys like me and Josh. In fact, when we used 
to have more time on our hands, we were regulars here. 
Guys like us can dine wherever we want because we have 
the money to slip the owners to ensure us the best table, the 
best service, the best food. | straighten my jacket and smile. 
Even a woman as beautiful as Isabella can’t tempt me away 
from the lifestyle | live. It might be a sacrifice to be alone, 
but | guess it’s the price | pay to have the lavishness I’ve 
always known. 


“You been here before?” | ask Isabella as we step inside. She 
blushes sweetly. She seems to blush each time | address her. 
It’s kind of endearing. 


“A few times. | always enjoy the confit de canard.” 


| smile at her. “That’s my favorite dish too. | guess it’s 
already decided what we will be eating...” 


She smiles back, finally able to look me in the eyes. She 
really is stunningly beautiful. She and her brother are so 
alike in their looks, and yet so different in personality. She 
should be the most confident woman in the world with the 
way she looks, and yet she’s constantly shying away from 
everyone and everything. It’s kind of sad, but it’s also nice 
to see her coming out of her shell, slowly but surely. | can’t 
wait to tell her brother about what happened at the office 
today. 


We're seated right away by the window, and Joshua orders 
us the most expensive red wine on the menu. However, 
when it arrives, he insists to the waiter that he only serve 
the men. 


“She doesn’t respond well to alcohol,” Joshua explains. 
Isabella ducks her head in embarrassment. | tut, taking the 
bottle from the waiter and pouring her a glass in spite of 
Joshua’s previous order. 


“Let the girl have a drink,” | tell him sternly. “She’s earned it 
today.” 


Joshua raises an eyebrow. “Earned it? Did she make a 
particularly good coffee today?” 


| chuckle. “Much more than that, my friend. She’s been a 
Saving grace.” 


Joshua finally manages to crack a small smile, a rarity for 
him. “Alright, tell me more.” 


Isabella is bright red now, “It was nothing really...” 


“It was much more than nothing. Credit where credit is due,” 
| tell her, half because it’s true, and half because | love 
seeing her blush. “She pointed out that our lack of market 
research is what has been hindering us. She’s going to join 
me in a meeting tomorrow to help me get more insight into 
what the customer wants.” 


Joshua’s eyes light up as he looks at his sister. “Well, that’s 
great. It’s good to see you getting involved. Would you even 
have told me that if it hadn’t been brought up?” 


Isabella shrugs uncomfortably, and | begin to sense that | 
might have overstepped my mark here a little. Seeing her 
with Joshua is so weird. | always imagined he would be 
protective of her... after all, he’s her big brother... but he’s so 
stern with her. It feels more like an interview being at dinner 
with them than a casual conversation. | clear my throat, 
looking at the menu even though I’ve already decided what | 
want. 


“Jeez...a lot of choices here.” 
The mood seems to lighten a little as Isabella picks up her 
glass and smiles shyly at us both. “Shall we make a toast? To 


work, maybe?” 


| glance at Joshua. The tension is released from his shoulders 
and he nods curtly. 


“Alright. To work. To friendships. To family.” 


| watch him put a protective hand on her shoulder for the 
second time tonight and we all drink. Isabella’s full lips are 
immediately stained by the wine. They look so kissable right 
now that | have to shift in my chair to hide my growing 
erection. Fortunately for me, Isabella stands up, wiping her 
lips delicately with a napkin. 


“Please excuse me a moment,” she says sweetly, before 
tottering off to the bathroom. | watch her go, so uncertain in 
her heels and looking like a deer learning to walk. | chuckle 
to myself until | realize that Joshua is watching me with a 
coldness in his eyes. It’s a look I’ve seen on him before, but 
it’s never been directed at me. Usually, he saves it for 
someone he’s in business with, or for women that he’s not 
interested in. Now, he’s looking at me as though I’ve done 
something terrible. | sip my wine. 


“Alright, bro? Is something wrong?” 
Joshua laughs quietly. “Not yet.” 


“What’s that supposed to mean?” | ask defensively. If he’s 
suddenly going to be funny with me, then I’m not about to 
just sit here and take it. He’s the one that invited me out to 
dinner, so why is he now acting as though I’ve done 
something awful? 


“Look, I’m just curious about the meeting tomorrow. It’s 
great that she was involved in the discussion today...but 
she’s completely unqualified to be talking to marketing and 
design teams and the like. I’m just confused about your 
motive for letting her work alongside you.” 


| shrug. “She showed initiative today. | didn’t go to business 
school. I’m learning on the job, and sometimes I just need a 
push in the right direction. | thought you’d be pleased? Like 
you Say...she has more potential than just assistant work.” 


Joshua sighs in disapproval. “Of course I’m pleased for her. It 
just seems like this has all come on very suddenly. That’s 
partially why | wanted to ask you to dinner. | had a hunch 
about something.” 


“A hunch?” 


Joshua’s green eyes bore into mine. “You know what I’m 
talking about.” 


“| wish | did. Come on, man. What’s this about? Don’t you 
trust me or something?” 


Joshua is silent. I’ve hit a nerve, and I’ve also stumbled on 
the truth. Since when did my best friend disapprove of me? 


“I’m just not sure your intentions with her are...pure.” 


| blink in surprise, laughing a little. “What could you 
possibly mean by that?” 


“| mean...you’re not just trying to sweeten her up, letting her 
play at being a businesswoman to get her interested in 
you?” 


| laugh again. | can barely believe how this conversation is 
going. “Are you serious? Look, she’s a beautiful girl. | can’t 
deny that. But don’t you think | have more respect for you? 
You're my best friend.” 


“I’m not sure when women are involved,” Joshua says, 
avoiding my gaze entirely. “You go out and get what you 
want and then toss them aside like trash.” 


“And you think I’m going to do that to my assistant...your 
sister?” 


People are starting to look our way. | had no idea that we 
were being so loud. Joshua looks nervous now. | can tell he 
doesn’t want to cause a scene. He leans across the table, 
stern-faced. 


“Look...I’ve seen the way she looks at you. She obviously 
looks up to you...but that is not an invitation for you to mess 
around with her. I’ve seen what you do to women,” Joshua 
says coldly. | can’t help being taken aback by this whole 
conversation. He’s meant to be my best friend, and all of a 
sudden, he’s treating me like some goddamn villain? 


“You are being way over-protective right now. | would never 
do anything like that,” | hiss, though Logan clearly sees right 
through me. He must have seen the way | look at her, too. 
But fantasizing about someone and actually making a move 
are entirely different things. | smirk at Joshua. If he’s going 
to be a dick, then | will too. “Or I should say...| would never 
make the first move. If she’s interested, though, there’s no 
way in hell I’m fending her off.” 


Joshua looks angry enough to explode. | bet he didn’t expect 
me to be so cold to him in return. Two can play at that game, 
pal. If he wants to make me into the villain, then why not 

play the part? He’s not the only one who’s furious right now. 


“You're trying to make me angry. | get it. But you won’t look 
so smug when I’m done with you,” Joshua claims. 


Isabella chooses the perfect moment to return from the 
bathroom. Joshua spots her and allows his face to soften, 
sitting back in his chair. | try not to stare at either of them. | 
would hate for a fight to break out in front of her. But as she 
sits down, you could cut the tension with a butter knife. The 
atmosphere is cold and | almost shudder. If | look up now, 
will | see Joshua’s fiery eyes boring into me? 


“Everything alright?” Isabella asks uncomfortably. | glare 
across the table at Joshua and force a grimace. 


“Everything’s fine. Just fine,” | say through gritted teeth. 
“But I think | need another bottle of wine.” 


CHAPTER 4 


Isabella 


Joshua is pissed. My boss, my superior, is drunk as a skunk. 
It might be amusing in any other circumstances, and the 
fact that he’s so wasted makes me feel a little less self- 
conscious, but the conversation has been sparse since | got 
back from the bathroom. | get the feeling that something 
happened while I was gone, but the boys both insisted that 
everything was fine. 


We ate our meals in silence, and when we were asked about 
dessert, Joshua coldly declined to see the specials. With two 
bottles of wine polished off, mostly by Logan, Joshua stands 
up, saying it’s time to go. 


“Where the hell are you going?” Logan asks with a drunken 
grin. “The party is just getting started. What do you think, 
Isabella? Wouldn’t you like to stay for another bottle of 
wine?” 


| don’t know what to say. He’s my boss, so | should 
technically go along with anything he wants, right? But the 
look in Joshua’s eyes says that if | accept the offer, there will 
be consequences. Even in the presence of my boss, | would 
never go against Joshua. 


“We all have work in the morning,” Joshua reminds Logan. 
“You don’t need more wine. You need a cold shower. And a 
taxi. There’s no way you can drive home like this.” 


“| don’t need your help,” Logan says, his smile dropping a 
little. 


“Suit yourself,” Joshua says, grabbing my arm and guiding 
me out of the restaurant, leaving Logan slumped at the table 
with the bill and half a bottle of wine. | can’t help looking 
back at him, wondering if he’s okay. It seems like something 
has really bothered him tonight. He’s not the sort to let loose 
for no reason. | could ask Joshua what happened, but | get 
the feeling he wouldn't give me a straight answer. 


“Stop looking back at him,” Joshua says as we step out into 
the cool evening. “You're being weird.” 


“I don’t think I’m the one who’s acting strange,” | say 
timidly. | don’t like to cross Joshua when he’s in a mood like 
this, but whatever happened between them affects me too. 
I’m Logan’s assistant... if Joshua has pissed him off, he would 
be perfectly able to make my life hell. 


“Just let it go,” Joshua insists. “Everything will be fine by 
tomorrow.” 


“Things didn’t seem fine...you barely spoke at all through 
dinner. You invited him and then ignored him...” 


“Why can’t you just mind your own business?” Joshua snaps 
as he unlocks his car. “I told you to drop it.” 


| fall silent as | get in on the passenger side. | hate when 
Joshua shouts at me. He never used to be so stern. When our 
Dad was around he was cheeky, fun and full of life. Our Dad 
isn’t a good person on the whole, but he treated us well, and 
he loved us. He made my brother smile, at least. | miss him 
when I see this cold, angry version of Joshua coming out. It’s 


the ugliest part of Dad that he inherited, and it’s the one 
part of him that he can’t shake. 


Joshua gets in the car with an angry sigh and we drive off. 
I’m starting to feel pissed off too. Joshua needs to be more 
open with me. | shift in my seat, straightening my back. 


“I’m not going to drop this. | don’t care if the matter is 
personal. If this is going to affect my work, then | want to 
know.” 


Joshua glances at me with a cruel smirk. “Since when did 
you grow a backbone?” 


The comment stings more than it should, but | keep my chin 
up, waiting for him to respond. Joshua tuts and speeds up 
the car, gripping the steering wheel hard. 


“Alright. Look, you know how protective | am of you. Your 
precious boss doesn’t respect you the way that | do. And | 
just wanted to make sure that he knows that he’s treading a 
very thin line. | won’t allow him to walk all over you.” 


Because that’s your job, right? | think bitterly, but | would 
never say it out loud. | have enough sense and respect not 
to make this worse. 


“What makes you think he’s going to walk all over me?” | 
pause. “Or that | would let him do that to me?” 


Joshua sighs, shaking his head. “The fact that you don’t 
know just shows how naive you really are. Open your eyes, 
Isabella. You’ll soon see what he wants from you.” 


We spend the rest of the journey in silence as | try and figure 
out what’s happening. Is Joshua seriously suggesting that 


Logan is pursuing me? That he wants to do to me all the 
things that I’ve fantasized about since | met him? That can’t 
be right. I’m not just his employee. I’m his best friend’s 
sister. There’s an unspoken taboo about exploring those 
avenues, right? 


But this all makes sense. It makes sense about Joshua’s 
terrible mood and his sudden coldness toward Logan. | guess 
he got wasted to forget about this awful evening we have all 
shared together. 


Joshua pulls up outside my apartment block, not saying a 
word. Which is fine, because | have nothing to say to him 
either after the way he acted. | get out without saying 
goodbye, striding up to the lobby door with a newfound 
confidence. The person | am today is constantly surprising 
me, and I’ve got to say that I’m liking it. 


“Wait!” 
| turn and see that Joshua has gotten out of his car and is 
running toward me. He comes to a stop in front of me, 


shaking his head. 


“We don’t leave each other without saying goodbye,” he 
insists. “That’s not how we do things.” 


“| may as well not say a word sometimes. You just shut me 
down right away,” | say, refusing to look him in the eye as | 
fumble for my keys in my bag. 


“You can’t blame me for being protective of you.” 


“You think I can’t handle myself?” 


“That’s exactly what I think. You’re still so young, Izzy. You 
have no idea what you’re doing. Especially when it comes to 
Logan.” 


“Am | not allowed to make my own decisions now? My own 
mistakes, if it comes to that?” 


| turn my back on Joshua, fuelled by adrenaline and fully 
prepared to simply leave him behind, but he grabs my arm. 


“Listen to me. I’m your big brother. The rest of the world has 
fucked us over, so don’t expect me to stand back and watch 
my best friend try his luck with you. That man is my friend, 
but | don’t trust him one bit. I’m just asking you to be 
cautious, all right? Can you do that for me?” 


| turn back one last time and look my brother dead in the 
eyes. “| appreciate you looking out for me. | really do. But 
maybe it’s time things changed. Maybe this time, I’m done 
being cautious.” 


CHAPTER 5 


Logan 


| don’t remember getting in the car, but now I’m driving way 
too fast through the streets of New York. | know | should 
really slow down. In fact, | should get the hell out of this car 
before | do something really stupid. But at this time of night, 
the streets aren’t as packed and driving always seems to 
clear my head. 


| woozily recall the conversation | had with Joshua. | can’t 
help feeling angry and confused. Yes, | dote on his sister. Yes, 
I'd love to make her mine. Yes, I’d love to do things to her 
that are so dirty that | feel like | need a cold shower just 
thinking of them. But | had never planned to make a move. 


And yet now, with Joshua telling me that I can’t, | want her 
even more. | want to feel her luscious lips on mine. | want to 
watch them trail down my chest to my cock. I want her to 
suck me dry. | want to come in her pretty little mouth and 
watch her swallow my load. Of course, there are some 
fantasies that can never be. 


I’m so lost in thought that | haven’t been paying attention to 
the road. | skid to a halt at a set of traffic lights, my heart 
racing. In one evening, everything has turned upside down. 
I’ve finally gotten closer to Isabella, but almost lost my best 
friend. It seems like | can’t have both at this point - but what 
do | choose? The woman | can’t stop thinking about, or the 
man that’s trying to stop me from having her, my best 
friend? 


CHAPTER 6 


Isabella 


| head into work this morning with a slight hangover. Joshua 
was right about one thing last night...| cannot handle 
alcohol at all. But even with a pounding head and a knotted 
stomach, | am fully ready to take on this day. This is my 
opportunity to show my worth to everyone in the company. 
Most importantly, to show my worth to Logan. 


| spent forever getting ready this morning. | put on my best 
work dress, one that shows off all my curves whilst keeping 
myself professional and decent, and did my makeup with 
care and precision. | even used Logan’s company’s products 
to show how dedicated | am to his brand. I’m going to prove 
myself to be an asset to him today. 


It’s hard not to fantasize about where this meeting will take 
me today, both in my career and with Logan. If he likes my 
ideas, maybe he will want to hear more from me. Maybe 
we'll discuss matters over dinner, this time without my 
brother making things uncomfortable and awkward. And 
maybe we'll take it back to his penthouse apartment, have a 
few drinks together, and switch from business to pleasure as 
he takes me through to his bedroom. 


I’m wet between my legs just thinking about it as | walk into 
the office building and press the button for the elevator. As 
someone who has never been touched by anyone, but 
myself, I’m still a little unfamiliar with these feelings. Only 
Logan has ever stirred them in me. But now, I’m blushing in 
the elevator into work, unable to control how | feel. My 


panties are soaked as | imagine Logan’s tongue exploring in 
between my legs. What is wrong with me? 


The elevator feels too crowded as we all pile in, and | ride it 
to my floor. Someone from accounting gives me a strange 
look. Maybe he can tell what’s running through my mind. 
Maybe everyone here knows that | have the hots for my 
boss. Joshua was right...| do need to be more careful. But 
there’s nothing wrong with thinking about it, right? And 
there’s nothing anyone can do to stop me from enjoying 
myself while I’m alone... 


| arrived early today, so! have a little time before | need to 
be in the meeting room. As everyone gets out of the 
elevator, | head straight for the bathroom. I’m delighted to 
find it empty. Logan’s company has a serious lack of female 
employees, but right now, I’m glad. It means l'II have some 
privacy for what I’m about to do. 


| enter one of the stalls and take a deep breath. | know what 
I’m doing is risky, but | need the release. | drop my panties 
to the floor and slide my hand between my legs. I gasp as 
my fingers nudge my sensitive clit, and Logan’s cheeky 
smile flashes through my mind. | bite my lip to keep myself 
from making any more noise, massaging my sensitive spot 
and thinking every forbidden thought possible. 


| imagine his hand snaking up my leg at last night’s dinner. | 
imagine we were alone at the table, left only with eyes for 
one another. There would be no prying brothers to hold us 
back, only the risky nature of touching one another ina 
public place. 


I’m wet as hell, and as | continue to pleasure myself, the 
arousal only continues. My mind runs wild. There’s no sense 
to the fantasy I’m creating for myself. My mind wanders from 


the restaurant to the bath in my apartment, picturing what it 
would be like to make love to him among a tub full of 
bubbles surrounded by candles. My mind jumps again and 
I’m imagining myself on my knees in his office, sliding his 
cock into my mouth to pleasure him to the point of release. 
It seems that my mind is filled with a million fantasies of 
him, and I’m grasping at each one desperately as | work up a 
rhythm between my legs. 


| gasp to myself, so close to the edge of an orgasm that | 
almost give in to it, but | stop myself. | want this pleasure to 
last. | want to go into that meeting on the type of high that 
can’t be rivaled. | want to walk in and see Logan’s face and 
know that in my mind, he’s mine. 


My legs are trembling as | continue to touch myself. | tell 
myself to slow down, to focus on one image. | picture myself 
sitting in my office, the large windows behind me showing 
New York’s skyline. But beneath my desk, hidden from the 
city, hidden from the other workers is Logan... kneeling, 
lapping his tongue over my clit. His hands cup my naked ass 
in my mind, and he moans as he tastes me. My legs are 
hooked over each of his shoulders and my heels dig into his 
back, pulling him in closer to me. And in my fantasy, he 
looks up, locking eyes with me as he tips me over the edge 
into a mind-blowing orgasm. 


| can’t help it now. | gasp loudly as | finish. My chest is 
heaving as! pant and my eyes widen at the indescribable 
pleasure. It’s so good that | feel dizzy for a moment. | let the 
feeling linger with me for a while, trying to catch my breath. 


“Excuse me?” 


| jump in horror. | hadn’t heard anyone else come into the 
bathroom. | pull my panties back up in shock, clearing my 


throat. 
“Yes?” 
“Are you alright in there? You sound a little...distressed?” 


| almost laugh to myself. | have to cover my mouth to stop 
myself. This is the most risqué thing I’ve ever done and | 
can’t believe someone overheard me. But the feeling is 
exhilarating. And with Logan still on my mind, how can | 
care about what she heard? 


“I'm fine, thank you...” 


“Okay...could you pass some toilet paper under the stall, 
please? There’s none left in here...” 


| almost laugh again as | do as the woman asked. It’s the 
comical end to my experience that | wasn’t expecting, but 
nothing can ruin my mood now. The nerves | initially felt 
about this meeting have dissolved, leaving only confidence 
and pride in myself. | exit the stall with a huge smile on my 
face and a desire to see Logan’s face again. | don’t want to 
dwell on how last night went. | want a clean start with my 
boss, and an opportunity to show him that I’m worth keeping 
around. 


I’m right on time now as | head to the meeting room. The 
group of men inside look up in shock as | enter. | tuck my 
hair behind my ears, scanning the room for Logan. He’s not 
here. 


“Have | got the right place?” | ask, my voice barely a squeak. 
“I’m supposed to be meeting with Mr. Haynes. To discuss 
marketing and design ideas?” 


One of the men in the room clears his throat. “ You’re in the 
right place...but the meeting has been canceled.” 


My heart sinks. Half of the reason | wanted this to go ahead 
was to spend more time with Logan. “Oh...can | ask why?” 


“I'm sorry...but Mr. Haynes was in a car accident last night.” 


CHAPTER 7 


Logan 


Waking up in a strange place with no recollection of how you 
got there isn’t a good way to start your Tuesday morning. | 
open my eyes slowly, every inch of my body aching. | 
manage to sit up, but my whole body feels like it’s been put 
in a box and shook around for a few hours. | groan, wishing | 
had some clue of what happened to me. 


It doesn’t take me long to notice that I’m in a hospital room 
and not my apartment. The second thing that comes to mind 
is that | must have missed all of my morning meetings. My 
third thought is of Isabella. | don’t remember leaving the 
restaurant last night, or how things ended between me and 
Joshua. Is she okay? Have | fucked this up for real? 


A doctor enters the room before | can run through every 
question I’m dying to ask. He gives me a disdainful glance, 
shaking his head at me subtly as he consults his clipboard. 


“You have a mild case of whiplash, Mr. Haynes,” the doctor 

tells me, pursing his lips. “Personally, | think you should be 
ashamed of yourself. You were very irresponsible last night. 
You should know better than to drink and drive at your age. 
You were well over the limit. But no one else was injured in 

the crash, so that’s something.” 


| sigh in relief. | can’t believe | was so stupid. I’ve never been 
the sort to go for a joyride, even if | do tend to loosen up a 
little after a few drinks. With the business to tend to, it’s 


been a long time since | drank properly, anyway. What was | 
thinking? 


Then | remember the argument Joshua and | had. | groan in 
realization. | must have drunk enough to try and forget the 
argument. To try and forget Isabella. A memory of being in 
my car flashes back to me, or her running around my head 
and driving me crazy as | headed home. At least she wasn’t 
in the car with me. At least | haven’t hurt anyone, but 
myself. 


“l'm sorry, doctor...bad night.” 


“Yes, well. You'll be given a hefty fine, | would imagine, plus 
I’m sure the police will have you set up with some classes 
and community service, and you can expect your insurance 
to skyrocket. You're lucky it wasn’t worse. From what I’ve 
heard, your car was a crumpled mess. Now, listen carefully 
so that we can have you discharged and home in a few 
hours. You might experience some pain and stiffness, but if 
your symptoms worsen, seek medical advice. Some 
numbness is normal too, so don’t panic. And for God’s sake, 
don’t try and drive again for a while. Take the subway or 
something...” 


| listen to the doctor lecture me for another ten minutes, 
trying to nod in all the right places, but | can’t get last night 
off my mind. | would definitely count it as one of the craziest 
nights of my life. lve never done anything so reckless 
before. Even after my parents died and | went a little off the 
rails, the worst thing I did was get super drunk with my 
friends. | would never have dreamed of doing anything 
worse, and that was the hardest period of my life. Why all of 
a sudden am | acting out like some idiotic teenage boy? 


But I think | know someone who might be able to help me. 


CHAPTER 8 


Logan 


“Logan...| wasn’t expecting to see you today. Business or 
pleasure?” 


“Strictly business,” | insist. | stand outside the office of 
Rochelle Jones, my psychiatrist and former lover. Yes, | know 
it’s strictly against the rules to sleep with your therapist, but 
she’s the one who encouraged it, and why would | say no to 
an offer so tantalizing? She’s a beautiful woman, with 
smooth dark skin and a head full of wild curls. Her wide 
rimmed glasses accentuate her brown eyes and make her 
look as intelligent as she is. Once upon a time, | would have 
gladly taken up her offer for sex. But since | met Isabella, 
I’ve had zero interest in one-night stands. Why would | want 
a meaningless experience when I could have tantalizing sex 
with the woman of my dreams? 


Except | can’t have that. Is that why I’m here? To figure out 
why I’m obsessed to the point where I’m thrill seeking on 
drunken car rides? I’m hoping Rochelle might be able to 
decode it for me. 


“Business it is, then,” Rochelle says, her voice tainted with 
disappointment. “Come inside. Take a seat. Drink?” 


“Water,” | say, sinking slowly into the sofa uncomfortably. | 
was only released from the hospital last night, and I’m still 
pretty sore from the experience. Rochelle narrows her eyes 
at me, picking up on my injuries at last. 


“You're not looking so hot if you don’t mind me saying. Is 
that why you’re here?” 


“| was in a car crash.” 


“And how does that make you feel? Is your emotional 
response to the event more significant than the injuries you 
acquired?” 


“| love it when you talk therapist to me,” | reply with a weak 
smile and a groan as | shift positions. “| was hoping you’d be 
able to make sense of my thoughts, to be honest. I’m not 
feeling like myself.” 


“Well, that’s what I’m here for,” Rochelle says, standing over 
me and bending to pass me my water. As she does, | get an 
eyeful of her ample breasts, revealed to me through her 
blouse. | don’t get erect though, or feel anything for that 
matter. | suspect she put me in this position deliberately, 
and if she wanted to turn me on, her plan definitely failed. 
I’m only interested in Isabella, after all, and I’m not here for 
her. Isabella is the one haunting me in my waking hours and 
in my dreams. | clear my throat as | take the water and 
Rochelle withdraws, sitting in her chair and studying me 
with her seductive gaze. 


“Well, tell me what’s going on with you. How did this 
happen?” 


| sigh. “I went for dinner with my best friend and his little 
sister. She also happens to be my assistant...” 


Rochelle’s sigh is quiet but audible. 


“I know where this is going. You’re attracted to her, right? 
Because she’s forbidden fruit, isn’t she? You do have a 


tendency to...pursue girls that you shouldn’t. When you first 
came to me, it was to discuss Maeve, remember?” 


| can’t help blushing. | Know what Rochelle is thinking. She 
thinks | have a thing for sleeping with my assistants, which 
definitely isn’t the case. It’s simply a coincidence that Maeve 
and Isabella have both worked for me. | suddenly feel over 
analyzed, especially now that Rochelle is giving me a look 
that says I-know-you-better-than-you-know-yourself. 


“You know, it’s normal to be attracted to those of a...lower 
status than you. In the workplace, you’re her superior, so | 
guess you feel dominant over her?” 


“That’s not what this is,” | insist, but | can feel my cheeks 
reddening. Isn’t it true that in all of my fantasies, | have the 
upper hand? Isn’t it true that she brings out the dirtiest 
desires in me, and almost all of them involve fucking her in 
my office? It might seem like | have a thing for my 
assistants, but | only have ‘a thing’ for Isabella...and it’s a 
whole helluva lot more than just ‘a thing’. 

“Look, | Know how it seems. But Maeve...she was disposable 
to me. | never wanted to be with her. She was just a very 
forward woman who wanted to have sex with me. And | was 
game at the time. This is different.” 

“Different how, exactly?” 

“Because | want her,” | blurt. “Not just for a night. | want to 
be with her.” 

“Don’t you think the danger element is what’s driving you? 
That you’re looking for excitement in your life to depart you 
from the ordinary?” Rochelle says, looking more 
unimpressed with each passing second. When | turned up at 
her door, | guess she was expecting something a lot more 
sexually charged, not me talking to her about another 
woman. “Go back to the night of your dinner. You said you 


were in a car accident. Walk me through the scene. Were 
you joyriding?” 

“| guess you could call it that. | got really drunk. | argued 
with my friend about his sister. He thinks I’m pursuing her.” 
“And are you?” 

“I wish | was, but | do have some boundaries,” | mutter. “But 
| wanted to forget it. | guess | wanted to forget about her too. 
But it didn’t help. And then | got in my car and drove fast 
and hard. | was lucky to make it out alive.” 

“Such a bad boy these days,” Rochelle says, tutting ina 
teasing manner. Totally unprofessional, but | guess nothing 
about my relationship with her has ever stuck to social 
boundaries. “I think you’re going to be fine. It sounds like a 
one-off matter.” 

| shake my head. “I don’t think so...the crazy thing is that 
even though I totaled my car and hurt myself pretty 
badly...my first thoughts when | woke up in the hospital were 
about her. Is that...surely that means something?” 

“It means you're crazy. But we already knew that, right?” 
“Rochelle...” 

“Fine. | think you’re getting restless because you’re finding 
life to be tedious,” Rochelle says in a tone that indicates that 
| might not be the only one who is bored. “You got drunk, got 
in your car, soeeding and crashed. You were searching for 
that feeling that’s given to you when a rush of dopamine 
goes to your brain. It’s not uncommon, especially for a man 
of status. You have everything you could possibly want, and 
yet you think something is missing. You’re used to acquiring 
everything you want and need, so when there’s nothing left 
to gather, you long for that rush. It explains the want for sex 
with a younger woman, one who is off limits. It explains the 
random drinking and reckless behavior. It’s simple, really.” 
Rochelle stands up, sashaying her way toward me. Her hips 
Sway and she wants me to watch them, like a pendulum, but 
| have no desire for anyone but Isabella. She’s supposed to 


understand people, getting paid to do so, but she can’t 
understand what’s blatantly obvious to me? 


Women like Rochelle have hypnotic properties...but not to 
me, not anymore. She clearly doesn’t understand that when 
she sits beside me, smiles devilishly, and then tries to run a 
hand up my leg, no doubt expecting she’s just going to grab 
my dick through my pants and feel it standing at attention. 
She’s wrong... very wrong and | pull away immediately so 
she doesn’t get any ideas. 

“You don’t need to look so far to find a thrill. What you’re 
craving is attention...you don’t need her to give it to you.” 
Apparently she’s not dissuaded by my obvious resistance to 
her attempt at an advance. 

The old me might have thought she could be right, but only 
the old part of me that was ruled by my cock. It would have 
been all too easy to succumb to her charms as she would 
have stimulated me with her hand, rubbing my dick while 
running her tongue over her lips like she used to. Key 
words? Used to. Not anymore. That’s the old me and now 
that | have something new, something fresh, something 
right brewing with Isabella... it’s out with the old and in with 
the new. For good. 


With her free hand, she unbuttons her shirt a little more, 
revealing her white lace bra beneath. Her breasts are large 
and | could have her right here, right now. I’m not interested 
in the slightest. 

There’s no need to even think about it, as both my heart and 
my head immediately tell me what needs to be done. 
Because as it turns out, | don’t want Rochelle at all. Not one 
bit. 


| stand up, knocking Rochelle’s hand away as she makes one 
last-ditch attempt. | straighten my shirt, avoiding Rochelle’s 
hungry gaze. 


“I’m not doing this,” | tell her sternly. “And I’m looking for a 
new therapist.” 

“Logan...” 

“I'll see you around, Rochelle,” | tell her, heading for the 
door. | hear her stand up with a disgruntled sniff. 

“She won’t give you what you want, you know. If you have 
her, she will turn into just another meaningless conquest. 
And if you won't let her go, she'll just haunt you forever.” 

| turn back with a smile. “lIl take my chances.” 


CHAPTER 9 


Isabella 


It’s been three days since | found out Logan was in a car 
accident, and I’m still reeling from the news. Our meeting 
has of course been postponed indefinitely, but that’s the last 
thing on my mind. | haven’t had any news on how he is at 
all, and I’m seriously worried about the state he’s in. I’ve 
tried asking every single colleague on my floor if they’ve 
heard anything about him, but they all gave me the same 
answer...they have no clue either. 

“Look, honey, let it go,” one of Logan’s employees, Bret, tells 
me. “We would know if he’d croaked. He’s going to be fine, 
but his recovery is none of our business. He’s our boss, not 
our friend. Don’t stick your nose in where you’re not 
welcome.” 

But none of them understand. | know that it might partially 
be my fault. | was the reason him and Joshua fought. That’s 
why he started drinking. That’s why he went out recklessly 
in his car and caused himself harm. And to think, the one 
thing | was concerned with was getting myself off in an 
office bathroom. What was | thinking? 

I’m blushing at the thought. The news that Logan was ina 
crash brought me to my senses, in a way. | realized | was 
being just as reckless as he was. Is that what we’re doing to 
one another, indirectly? Driving each other wild? Does he 
feel the same desire that | do, the same stirring inside me 
each time | hear his name or see his face? Or am | 
overthinking this? Perhaps he hasn’t thought of me once 
since our meal together. Maybe to him, I’m just another 
spectator in his life. It’s like he’s a celebrity appeasing a fan 


by giving me the time of day. Would I be anything to him if 
my brother wasn’t related to me? 

There are too many questions and not enough answers, but | 
don’t want to settle for that. Everyone has told me that | 
need to back off, but | can’t help being curious about 
Logan’s wellbeing. I’ve already tried everything to find out if 
he’s okay. 


“You need to speak to him! He’s your best friend!” | cried 
down the phone to Joshua when | found out it happened. He 
had simply sighed at me, as though the scenario was far too 
complicated for me to understand. 

“I’m not talking to him. I’m sure he’s fine,” Joshua had said 
before hanging up the phone on me. So my brother was a 
dead end in terms of information. There is only one thing left 
to try. 

I’m going to his apartment. | know it’s crazy. | know it’s 
super unprofessional, especially as | got his address from 
Joshua’s home office a while back. But my curiosity is taking 
over, clearly getting the best of me. | need to Know what’s 
happening, even if it means throwing caution to the wind 
once again. 

As | finish work, | head for the Upper East Side to visit his 
apartment. | grab a bunch of flowers for him on a whim, 
wondering if it’s an appropriate gift. Of course, nothing 
about this visit is appropriate at all, so | guess this won’t 
make much difference. | just want to show him that | care. 

| stand outside his building for a long time, simply staring at 
it and wondering whether | should turn back. | know he’s in 
the penthouse, and the sleek glass building is super fancy. | 
don’t belong here at all. | grew up in poverty. I’m not used to 
this kind of lavishness. When | was nineteen, | moved out of 
Joshua’s apartment and got my own place, not wanting to be 
a burden to him. I’ve always worked super hard to ensure | 
have a job to keep up with my bills. Guys like Logan have no 


idea how lucky they are to be handed those simple luxuries 
on a Silver platter. 

Of course, there’s money in the family now. After Joshua set 
up his business and got super rich, he left our old lifestyle 
behind. He offered me his money, but I didn’t want to take 
it. He earned it for himself, and | plan to do the same some 
day. There’s still time for all that. But right now, I’m doing 
something that might put my job on the line. If I’m wrong 
about how Logan feels, then this is a really dumb idea. He 
could have me fired. But if I’m right? Then this night might 
end exactly as all of my fantasies do. 

With gratification. 

Before | can change my mind, | buzz for his apartment. | 
don’t even know if he'll be home yet. He could easily still be 
at the hospital. Every second feels like an hour as | wait for 
an answer. | clutch the flowers desperately. Maybe | should 
turn away. Maybe this was the worst idea ever. I’m about to 
run away when the speaker crackles and he answers. 
“Hello?” 

| clear my throat. “Um...hi. It’s Isabella. From work. 1...1 heard 
about the crash and | wanted to see...how you are?” 

| want to kick myself. Why do | always sound so timid and 
unsure when | talk to Logan? Why did | phrase my last 
sentence as a question? I’m an idiot. | should never have 
come here. 

Logan doesn’t seem to know how to respond. It’s all quiet on 
his end. The microphone crackles. “Isabella? Really?” 


| nod, before realizing he can’t see me. “Yeah...I don’t have 
to stay. | mean, | can go.” 

“Don’t do that. You just got here,” Logan purrs through the 
microphone. “Come on up. There’s an elevator inside.” 

The lobby door buzzes open and | drift to it in shock, letting 
myself in and heading to the elevator in a daze. | can’t 
believe I’m doing this. I’m in my boss’ apartment building. If 


Joshua could see me now, he’d kill me. Even | think this is a 
bad idea, and I’m the one doing it. 

Time is moving too quickly. I’ve spent days wanting to see 
him, and now it’s the last thing | want to do. 


And sure enough, as the elevator opens for me on the top 
floor, there he is, waiting in his doorway with a smile on his 
face. He’s wearing nothing but boxer shorts, his hair 
disheveled as though he’s been sleeping. He looks 
unharmed save for a few scratches on his cheeks and neck. 
But his face is the last place I’m looking at. His chiseled 
torso is so defined that each line of his six-pack looks like a 
permanent fixture of his body and not the product of sweat 
and tears in the gym. It’s like the Gods themselves carved 
him. 


And that’s not the only place that’s perfection. | can tell from 
the bulge in his boxers that he’s well endowed. I’ve never 
seen a man naked before, but even an amateur like me 
knows a big appendage when | see one. I’m a little 
breathless, still clutching the sad bunch of flowers in my 
hand like a lifeline. Logan watches me with a grin, looking 
me up and down slowly. 


“Are you planning to come any closer?” he asks. I’m still in 
the elevator. If | don’t move soon, it'll take me back down to 
the ground floor and | know I won’t have the courage to 
come back up again. | approach him tentatively, holding my 
breath in silence. He raises his eyebrows at the flowers, 
looking amused. 


“Are those for me?” he asks. He’s laughing at me silently. | 
can tell. | hand them over and avoid his gaze. In fact, | avoid 
looking at him entirely. There’s too much of his skin on 
display for it to be appropriate to look at any part of him. 


“Yes,” | say quietly. “From everyone at the office,” | add 
quickly. | suddenly don’t want to get any credit at all for 
them, but | know he sees right through me anyway. 


“Sure. Tell everyone | said thanks,” he says, humoring me for 
a moment. He takes them from me and brings them up to his 
nose to sniff them. It’s the gentlest action I’ve ever seen him 
perform and it warms my heart. He doesn’t seem so 
intimidating when he’s like this. But he soon snaps out of it, 
glancing back at me with his strong gaze. 


“Did you really come all this way to give me some flowers?” 


| clear my throat. He’s reminding me with each passing 
comment that I have no business turning up at his home. He 
must think I’m so odd right now, but he’s doing a good job of 
being polite. 


“Well...to be honest, | was worried. No one at the office has 
heard anything from you...| wanted to know if you were 
okay.” 


His face softens. “That’s really nice of you. It’s nice to know 
that someone is thinking of me, at least...no one else from 
the office has spoken to me, except when | said | needed the 
week off. Plus, | haven’t heard from your brother in a few 
days.” 


| blush. | wonder if Logan’s aware that | know about their 
little spat. “He’s really busy at work...you know how it is.” 


“Yeah. | do,” Logan says, but he doesn’t sound convinced. He 
sighs and forces a smile at me, cradling the flowers in his 
arms. “Well, thank you for coming. It’s nice to see a familiar 
face.” 


“It’s...it’S good to see you as well,” | sammer. But hey, at 
least I’m talking to him. This is a pretty big step, considering 
a few days ago | was scared of my own shadow. “Are 
you...are you Okay? | heard the crash was pretty bad.” 


Logan shrugs, his cocky demeanor returning. “I had a bit of a 
wild night. It happens to us all, right?” 


| clasp my hands in front of me. “Well...no. Not really. | can’t 
say it’s ever happened to me. It seemed like my brother 
upset you, to be honest. | assumed that’s what made you go 
a bit...well, wild.” 


Logan stares at me. | think I’ve finally overstepped the line 
with him, though it’s not clear where he’s drawn it. We’re 
talking like friends, not like colleagues. Still, | shouldn’t be 
commenting on what happened. | want to kick myself for 
being so forward. 


But Logan finally nods at me. “You're right. | was...upset. | 
don’t like to fight, especially not with Joshua. He’s the only 
friend I’ve got left these days. | egged him on, and it was a 
mistake on my part. But...the subject we were arguing 
about...well, it’s a bit of a sore spot for me. So | guess | did 
get a little angry. | drank far too much. It was my own fault. 
But no harm is done. I’m fine.” 


I’m not sure he is fine at all. Beneath his calm exterior, 
there’s a man with feelings. A man who is confused about 
his feelings, maybe, but a man with emotions all the same. | 
know that because he’s different now that it’s just the two of 
us. Suddenly, he seems so much more open. Is it just me, or 
is he making himself vulnerable with me around? 


Whatever the reason he’s letting his guard down, I’m willing 
to accept it. I’m feeling much at ease too. It’s probably 


something to do with his easy manner, or the amount of his 
skin he’s showing off, or the fact that I’ve already pushed a 
million boundaries, so why not another? | step closer to him, 
feeling the heat radiating off him. | must have lost my mind, 
but | don’t even care. | just want to see how far! can push 
this. 


“I’m sure he'll come around,” | say softly. Logan looks down 
at me with warm eyes. 


“I hope so. But I’m not really thinking about him right now,” 
Logan murmurs. He puts his flowers aside and rests a finger 
under my chin. My heart leaps up into my throat. 


“What are we doing?” | breathe, trembling under his touch. 
He’s ignited a thousand fires inside me simply with the tip of 
his finger. I’m not sure | can handle him doing anything else. 
This is so wrong, but it still feels right to have his skin on 
mine, our bodies close together. There are so many reasons 
why we shouldn’t do this, but so many reasons why I want 
to. 


“What are we doing, Logan?” | whisper again. He tilts my 
chin to force me to meet his gaze. 


“Something | should have done a long time ago,” he says 
quietly. 


CHAPTER 10 


Logan 


| know it’s a terrible idea to kiss her, but there’s no one on 
earth that could stop me from reaching her luscious lips 
right now. | can feel her quivering beneath my touch as | 
press up against her and kiss her. She’s clearly nervous, but 
she doesn’t move away from me, so l'Il take that as a win. 
I’m not sure | could take the rejection from her at this point, 
because this is the moment | have been waiting for. 


| part her lips with my tongue and she gasps, wrapping her 
arms around my neck. | hook my hands under her knees and 
pick her up, forcing her legs to wrap around my waist. I’m 
hard within seconds, desperate to have more and more of 
her. I’m dizzy with lust. | press her up against the wall and 
grind my dick between her legs. My lips break away from 
hers to kiss her ears, her neck, her slightly exposed breasts. 
She’s panting like she just ran a marathon. It’s clear how 
much I’ve turned her on, which makes it even hotter. 


I’m focusing on every sensation she might possibly be 
feeling. | grip her hard, and she does the same in return, 
squeezing her legs tightly around me. With my dick working 
overtime between her legs through her skirt, she seems 
insatiable. She grips the back of my neck so hard that I think 
she might leave bruising, but I’m okay with that. The pain 
feels more like pleasure. I’ve got to say, I’m liking this side of 
my best friend’s little sister. She’s letting out her inner minx 
and | want more. | want everything she has to offer me. 


But all of a sudden, she jerks away from me, her breasts 
heaving as she tries to catch her breath. She stares at me in 
horror, as though | have done something serious to upset 
her. And then, without warning, she unwraps herself from 
me, placing her feet firmly on the ground. | take a step back, 
not wanting to intimidate her. My throbbing member is 
straining against my boxers, but something isn’t right on her 
end. She smooths down her disheveled hair, her eyes 
drifting from my face to my hard cock. She takes a step 
away from me, out of my front door, shaking her head. 


“1...l really shouldn’t have done that,” she whispers, steadily 
getting closer to the elevator. | sigh, running a hand through 
my hair. 


“You're thinking too much into it. It’s okay. We were having 
fun...you were having fun, right?” 


She shakes her head, though | don’t think the action is in 
response to my question. Rather, it looks as though she is 
trying to compose herself, shaking off the thought of what 
we just did. | can’t help smiling to myself. She’s so prim and 
proper. It’s hard to believe she’s the same girl who was 
literally just letting me grind against her, letting me hold her 
so hard, letting me kiss her all over. Now, she’s back to 

being my timid little assistant. 


“I’m going now,” she says breathlessly. “l'Il see you at 
work...whenever you come back. | hope you have a speedy 
recovery.” 


“Isabella, come on...” 
But it’s too late to persuade her to come back. She’s already 


frantically pressing the elevator button, willing it to hurry up 
quietly under her breath. | sigh. I’m not the sort to chase her 


down, though I’d love nothing more than to run to her and 
give her a reason to stay. If she had only let me get a little 
further, there would be no way she could have resisted 
coming inside. | know she felt the passion as much as | did. | 
was so close to slipping my fingers between her legs and 
touching her sopping pussy. Now, | won’t get the chance. 


She’s in the elevator now, facing away from me. It’s as 
though she can’t even bear to see my face. But at the last 
moment, she turns to look at me while the doors close. When 
she catches me watching her, she turns bright red. How can 
she still be so adorably embarrassed after the moment we 
just shared. 


She’s made me look like an idiot, though. Here | am standing 
out in the corridor with a major erection and it’s completely 
humiliating. I’ve turned down women before, of course. Hell, 
| turned down Rochelle. But I’ve never had a woman walk 
away from me before. It’s a little humiliating, but 
considering it’s Isabella, I’m not willing to give up just yet. 
She’s the girl I’ve had my eye on for over a year. I’ve been 
putting building blocks in place for so long, but now I’m 
willing to bring it all down for her. 


| can’t bring myself to care what Joshua would do if he found 
out about this. He was the one that drove me over the edge, 
his mistrust so insulting that | want to prove him right and 
wrong, in an odd sense. Besides, now that I’ve had a taste of 
Isabella’s forbidden fruit, | won’t be able to get her out of my 
head ever again. That trumps anything that Joshua and | 
have ever shared, even if he is my best friend. 


Back in my apartment, | pour myself a glass of water and 

wait for myself to calm down. This erection isn’t going away 
anytime soon. | can’t get her out of my head. I want more. | 
need more. She’s tantalizing. Her shy nature is like nothing 


I’ve ever experienced in a woman before. But the wild side 
of her that the kiss brought out...that’s the real turn on. | 
can’t imagine what else she would yield to me, if she was 
just willing to open herself up a little. 


Well, she said she’d see me at the office. | guess I'll just have 
to make sure that I’m better by tomorrow and ready to 
return. 


Because the second | can get her alone in my office, she’s 
going to be in so much pleasure, she'll wish she had never 
left me hanging. 


CHAPTER 11 


Isabella 


| can’t believe what | did. | must have had a moment of 
madness. A moment that | can’t get off my mind. If | close 
my eyes, | can still feel Logan’s lips brushing against my 
skin. So gentle and yet so commanding. | can’t think of 
anything sexier. 


But now | can’t tell if | made the wrong or right decision by 
leaving. On one hand, it’s completely inappropriate to kiss 
your boss, especially the way that | kissed Logan. | feel 
almost dirty, knowing how hard we held one another in the 
moment. If anyone found out, it would be a scandal for the 
company. Not to mention unwanted attention on my behalf. 


But if | had stayed...oh, if only | had stayed. The things | 
would have done to him. The things | would have let him do 
to me. My head is reeling. | can’t escape the fantasies. | want 
to feel his tongue in places no man has ever explored on my 
body. | want to know what it would be like to suck him off, or 
to feel his large cock penetrate me for the first time. | would 
happily let him try anything. In my head, there’s not a thing 
that feels off limits. 


But the issue is that | never feel the same in person. | feel 
nervous, terrified of the moment someone will take my 
virginity from me. I’ve been told it can hurt, or that you can 
bleed. | fear giving myself to someone who isn’t worth it. I’m 
not here to be messed around with... maybe Logan thinks he 
can get away with it with me because I’m so timid. 


And that’s not all. What if | don’t know what to do when it 
actually comes down to sex? What if | can’t keep up with all 
the other girls he’s been with in the past? From the way he 
touched me, it seems like he knows what he’s doing. Maybe 
he thought | seemed that way too. It was almost as though 
someone possessed me because | felt like | knew exactly 
what was going on. Now, looking back, I’m scared it was a 
blip and | won't be able to perform. 


And that’s one reason I’m glad | left...| wasn’t ready for what 
happened, emotionally or physically. The way I’m freaking 
out right now proves that. | don’t know his intentions, or 
whether I’m about to get toyed with, thrown around like a 
sexual rag doll and then tossed to the side in favor of a new, 
prettier toy. | don’t know whether he respects me, or whether 
I’m just another in a million girls he has lined up. Surely it 
must be better to wait, to see if things fall naturally into 
place or if it was just a blip? 


| guess I'll find out today. l'Il be seeing him in his office the 
second | arrive as | do most mornings. Then, later, we’ll have 
the meeting to attend together, since it was postponed 
while he was injured. That’s a whole lot of Logan for one day. 
I’m usually just hidden away in my office, only interacting 
with him via the phone. Now, with no walls to separate us 
and a whole host of secrets between us, how will | respond? 


| feel a little sick as | wait outside his office. | know he’s 
already inside. | can hear him speaking on the phone. My 
hand hovers over the door and | hesitate. Come on, Isabella. 
Don’t be such a fucking coward. 


| knock before | can stop myself. I’m glad | managed it 
because part of me is determined to run for the hills and 
never come back. | hear Logan say his goodbyes and put his 
phone down. 


“Come in.” 


| take a deep breath. | already ensured | look my best today. 
I’m wearing a pastel pink pantsuit that my brother bought 
me when | was interviewing for jobs. | haven’t worn it since, 
and I’m hoping the bold look will be enough to impress 
Logan and everyone in the meeting later. 


But mostly Logan. 


His eyes light up when he sees me. | close the door 
tentatively behind me, trying to look more confident than | 
feel. 


“Good morning,” he purrs. “Why don’t you take a seat...Miss 
Cohen.” 


| do as he asks. After all, he is the boss. | really would rather 
stand so | can make a quick escape if | make a fool of myself, 
but I sit down and try to get comfortable. 


Logan looks good today, despite his slightly scratched up 
face. He looks like a man about to get something he wants. 
He’s confident, suave, and self-assured. Is that something to 
do with me? With this meeting? I’m not sure. | kind of hope 
so. He leans across the desk toward me with a smile that 
makes me weak in the knees. 


“It’s good to see you again,” he murmurs. “I was half 
expecting you to hand in your resignation today.” 


| blush. “I don’t want to do that...sir.” 


“| don’t want that either,” Logan says gently. He looks so 
much more relaxed than me. Doesn’t he care that we could 


get in trouble, even for just having this discussion? This 
whole thing feels like a minefield. “Let me ask you...if you 
don’t want to quit, then what do you want? What can | do for 
you?” 


| swallow. | know it’s a question with two meanings. I’m 
much more inclined to take the easy way out and talk about 
my career here. Maybe if he thinks I’m only interested in 
talking business, he might back off. That way, | won’t have 
to make the difficult decision of whether he’s worth the risk 
or not. 


But part of me wants to take the risk. Part of me thinks that 
I’ve already gone as far as to kiss him. Now I’m here, wet 
between the legs and desperate for more. When have | ever 
indulged in something | want, really? Should | not just give 
in to temptation for once and reap the rewards? 


| take a Shaky breath. This could all end so badly. But that’s 
how | know how much | really want this - despite the risk, | 
want it anyway. 


“| want...| want to explore what happened. Maybe. I’m not 
sure,” | stutter. Logan smiles and stands up, circling his desk 
to come closer to me. I’m tingling in anticipation. I’m wet 
between my legs already. He looks down at me with a look so 
intense that | feel pleasure just from watching him. The shy 
girl within me begs me to look away, to run from his office 
and never come back. 


The horny woman inside me says the opposite. 


“You can have anything you want, if you’re willing to take 
it,” Logan tells me quietly. He bends down a little and his 
hand rests on my inner thigh, so close to my pussy. | wonder 
if he can tell how aroused | am. | wonder if he can feel the 


warmth there, and the wetness too. | gasp at the simple 
gesture and he takes his hand away, walking back over to 
his chair. His eyes lock with mine across the room as | try to 
compose myself. 


“Think carefully about what you want,” he tells me. “And 
take it.” 


“1...1 don’t know,” | tell him honestly. This is all new to me, 
and so unfamiliar. How am I supposed to know what | want 
from him? Maybe it’s best if I’m honest with him now. My 
eyes shyly lift upward to meet his. 


“| have a confession. I’m...I’m a virgin.” 


Logan’s eyes widen. I’m worried | might have put him off. 
Maybe he thinks that to get to my age and never have sex, 
there must be something wrong with me. I’m trembling in 
my seat. | want Logan so bad, but now, it’s seeming like an 
even worse idea than before. But then the corners of his lips 
twitch. He smiles seductively at me. 


“So you need someone to show you the ropes?” 


| blink in surprise. | wasn’t expecting him to be so cool about 
this. My gaze drops to my lap. “I...yes. | want...| want you to 
show me.” 


“So tell me to my face,” he says firmly. “You can’t even look 
at me. Tell me you want me.” 


| take a deep breath. I’m too hot, overwhelmed by all of this 
sudden attention. | finally look up and find him staring at 
me. He has one hand cupping his dick through his pants. 


“That’s right, baby. Look me in the eyes and tell me what 
you want.” 


“| want. | want you,” | say with growing confidence. Logan 
runs his tongue over his lips, his teeth sinking into his 
bottom lip. 


“That’s what | like to hear,” he murmurs. “Come here.” 


| do as he asks, slowly walking around to his side of the 
desk. | lower myself to reach his lips and kiss him gently. It’s 
nothing like the first time. It’s a soft gesture. It’s still erotic, 
but not so obviously so. In the sense that it turns me on, but 
not in the sense that | feel like | have to have him right this 
second. He’s taking his time with me, so much more 
sensitive now that he knows this is my first time. It makes 
me feel safe. 


Our lips break apart and Logan smiles. His hands find my 
waist and then slowly run down my body. Over the small of 
my back. My ass. The back of my legs. | close my eyes, 
enjoying every second. If something as simple as his touch 
over my clothes can drive me this wild, how will | cope when 
he touches me for real? 


“You need to get comfortable with yourself before you can 
be comfortable with me,” he says gently. 


“What do | do?” 
“Take off your clothes...show me yourself.” 
| thought | would resist the idea of showing anyone my body, 


but | quickly move to take off my jacket. I’ve never been 
naked in front of a man before, but | like my body. It is one 


thing | have never been ashamed of, so why should | be 
afraid to show it off to him? 


Except it’s not as simple as that. With my jacket tossed to 
one side and my heels kicked off, | fumble with the buttons 
on my blouse. | can feel Logan watching me, loving every 
movement | make. | focus on his lust. | focus on the fact that 
he wants me. And then, all of a sudden, it feels a little easier 
to expose myself to him. 


When my blouse comes off, revealing my breasts in their 
lacy white bra, Logan’s eyes are definitely not on my face. | 
can see his dick hardening through his pants. It’s a good 
thing this is a private office, because the way we look now, 
we'd have some explaining to do if we got caught. My 
fingers hook through my belt loops and | shimmy my pants 
down my legs. Logan doesn’t look away once. 


And then I’m just in my underwear. | turn around slowly so 
that he can examine me in full. My heart is pounding and my 
pussy is throbbing, begging for action. Logan lets out a long 
whistle as he views my assets. 


“Damn... wasn’t expecting a thong. You’re full of surprises, 
Isabella.” 


| smile at him. | think some part of me, very deep down, 
knew that this would happen today. | was so careful in 
choosing my underwear, wanting to turn him on in every 
way possible. Now that | can see that he’s pleased, | feel 
even better. 


Logan stands up, his hands sliding straight to my hips. He’s 
Surprisingly gentle again as he caresses my skin. His lips 
move to my neck, his warm breath tickling my skin as he 


worships me with his lips. | moan in pleasure, giving myself 
entirely to the moment. | don’t want to miss a thing. 


“I want to make you come,” he whispers in my ear. “I want to 
be the first man to give you that pleasure. I'll show you 
exactly how it’s done. Right now, you’re mine.” 


Part of me wants to ask for how long, but | know that’s 
needy. We're only touching properly for the first time. | can’t 
give myself to him entirely after one encounter... even | 
know that. But for now, being his sounds like a good thing. 
He circles me so that he’s standing behind me and he 
presses his hard cock against my ass. It feels strange, but 
not unwelcome. In fact, I like it. It feels so masculine, so 
domineering and sexual. | guess that’s entirely the point. 


“But before | can give you what you want...you need to let 
me know what gets you hot,” he murmurs in my ear. | gasp. 


“You. You get me hot.” 


“I can see that,” he murmurs, trailing his fingers from my 
neck to my breasts. He moves the cup of my bra aside and 
pinches my nipple, not particularly gently. | buck against 
him, surprised to find it so arousing. “Did you like that?” 


“Yes,” | breathe out hard. He does it again and | moan loudly. 
His free hand moves to cover my mouth. 


“Remember where we are, babe,” he whispers in my ear. 
“Although...a part of me finds it hot. The idea of getting 
caught. Do you feel the same?” 


“Yes,” | repeat. Taking some initiative, | grind my ass up 
against his cock. “It scares me...but in a good way.” 


“| love seeing you like this,” Logan says, moving my hair 
aside so that he can nibble on my ear. When he sees how 
well his action goes down, he chuckles in my ear. “And I love 
finding out your sensitive spots. You’re so...receptive. | like 
it. But you still haven’t told me what you're interested in.” 


“Well, of course, I’ve had...fantasies.” 
“Oh yeah? Why don’t you tell me about them...” 


“Right now?” | ask. | wasn’t expecting to open up 
emotionally as well as physically. Talking about my wildest 
thoughts seems even more intimate than his touch, and 
that’s saying a lot. He chuckles as he moves back to my 
front and buries his face in my breasts, kissing the delicate 
Skin. 


“Right here...right now. Come on, baby. Throw me a line.” 


| don’t Know what to say. It’s particularly hard when he’s 
making me feel so good. His tongue traces along my skin 
and | find myself weak in the knees once again. He makes 
me feel so powerless, so out of control, but in the best 
possible way. 


And then it occurs to me. | Know exactly what he'll want to 
hear. | smile as he looks up to meet my eyes. 


“The last time | got myself off...| was in the office bathroom. | 
was thinking about you.” 


Logan’s eyes widen and his thumb hooks around the side of 
my thong. “Goddamn, Isabella...you’re so naughty.” 


| giggle as he kisses my neck again. “I was so wet...so into 
fea 


“Are you wet for me now, baby?” he asks, not waiting for me 
to answer before sliding his hand into my panties. He lets 
out a guttural moan as he finds me sopping wet. “God, that’s 
sexy. | want to pleasure you.” 


“You're still fully dressed.” 


He smiles, gently pushing me backward until I’m sitting in 
his desk chair. He kneels down and parts my legs. “I want 
this to be about you. | want to show you that you can trust 
me. And | want to show you pleasure like you have never 
had before.” 


| can’t help but feel nervous. I’ve never had a man so 
intimately close to me. Hell, until a few days ago, | hadn’t 
even had a proper kiss. Not one that sets off fireworks inside 
me the way he does. And now, the sexiest man on Earth is 
pulling my thong down my legs, his eyes wild with lust. 


“Open your legs for me. Let me see you properly.” 


| do as he asks, spreading my legs wide and hooking them 
over each arm of the chair, soread-eagled. Logan bites his 
lip, staring at my sopping pussy. 


“Good girl,” he says as he moves in closer to me. “Now, 
relax. | promise | won’t hurt you. I’m going to make you feel 
like the fucking princess you are.” 


I’m about to respond, but he buries his face between my 
legs and | gasp in utter ecstasy. As his tongue gets to work 
on my clit, | go dizzy with pleasure. | shift to get closer to his 
mouth, panting hard. Instantly, he’s got me just as hot as | 
was in the bathroom stall the other day. His lips kiss the 
tender skin of my folds and my thighs clench around his 


face. | never want him to move, and he doesn’t seem to have 
any intention of going anywhere. Just like in my fantasies, 
he grabs my legs and pulls me in closer as my feet dangle 
down his back. Then, his tongue enters me and | can barely 
control myself, reduced to a shuddering mess. In mere 
moments, he’s got me close to the edge. 


But then he pulls away, looking up at me. His lips are moist 
with my juices. “You’re so fucking wet now. | want to use my 
fingers,” he growls. “Do you think you can handle that? | 
think you're ready.” 


| can’t help feeling a little apprehensive. I’ve never had a 
man penetrate me before. It’s daunting, even if it’s not full 
on sex. But | want to please him. | want him to please me. 
And so that leaves me with only one option. 


“Do it,” | moan. 


CHAPTER 12 


Logan 


This woman could have me wrapped around her little finger 
and | wouldn’t even care. As a matter of fact, if I’m being 
honest with myself, she already does. 


Knelt between her legs right now, there’s nothing | wouldn’t 
do to get her to orgasm for me. | want to leave her a shaking 
mess. | want her to think of this experience all fucking day. | 
want her to be wet for me in our eleven o’clock meeting. | 
want to see that pretty little blush on her face each time she 
thinks of me finger fucking her in my office chair. 


So when she gives me the go ahead, how can | possibly 
refuse? She’s looking down at me, so innocent in her white 
bra. She’s so perfect, so untainted, so angelic. But the 
second | had her strip down for me, she became this devilish 
young lady, full of dirty thoughts and intentions. | can’t wait 
to have her cum on my fingers. | can’t wait to see her face 
light up at the moment of release. | can’t wait to give her so 
much that she knows that she won’t get any better 
anywhere else. | want to make her mine for real. 


She’s tight as | slide the first finger inside her sopping pussy. 
She gasps, looking a little surprised, but | move slowly. | 
would never hurt her. | want her to know that. As | move in 
and out of her gently, her breathing increases. Her breasts 
heave and her hands find my hair, gripping it tight. | grin. 


“That’s my girl,” | murmur, testing another finger inside her. 
She’s so tight, and it’s ridiculously hot. If | was hard before, 


now I’m so hard that | think | might burst. But | don’t want to 
push this too far. | want to show her that she can trust me. 
I’m not just here for some hot office hookup. I’m going to 
prove Joshua wrong. | can be a man that she deserves if she 
gives me the opportunity. 


My fingers are working overtime. Now that she’s used to 
having me inside her, she’s visibly relaxed. She tips her 
head back and closes her eyes, simply enjoying the 
moment. | start to move faster, dizzy with arousal myself. 
Isabella drives me wild. | love that I’m the only man to have 
her. | love that she’s off limits. | love that she’s not just a 
pretty face. There’s nothing | don’t like, and | consider 
myself a fussy man. She is a goddess, or an angel on Earth, 
sent to me by some higher power. It feels an honor to be at 
her mercy, knelt at her feet as though in prayer. I’m hers 
now, and she is mine. 


She clenches around my fingers and | groan happily. Nothing 
is sexier than her tight pussy to me right now. | shift so that | 
can use my tongue on her clit while fucking her with my 
fingers. She gasps even louder than before and clamps a 
hand over her own mouth. Her back is rigid now, she’s no 
longer relaxed. She’s all in. She wants this so much, | can 
tell from her expression. 


“Logan,” she moans. My name on her lips is enough to 
almost send me over the edge. | wish she would say my 
name, over and over again. But as | press my thumb against 
her clit, | Know she’s going to reach her high. She bucks 
against me, covering her mouth as she orgasms. She’s 
quivering now, my fingers thrust deep inside her and her 
cum soaking my hand. I smile as she rides it out. | bet she’s 
never had it so good. There’s nothing better than having 
someone to share the moment with. If solo masturbation is a 


gift, then foreplay with someone you desire is fucking 
heaven. 


| slowly pull my fingers out of her and she sighs, trying to 
catch her breath. | stand up and step back to look at her. 
With her legs spread-eagle and her trimmed pubic hair wet 
with her cum, she’s picture perfect. She stares at me, 
shocked at her own responses to my actions. She can barely 
believe this is happening. 


| watch her hand tentatively move between her legs. Her 
finger finds her clit and she looks me right in the eyes. | 
could get lost in her gaze, enraptured by her simply looking 
at me. 


She says something quietly that | don’t quite catch. | take a 
step closer. Now I’m the one shaking in anticipation. 


“| didn’t hear that.” 


“| want to see you jerk off,” she says, louder this time. The 
request surprises me, but not for long. | guess she’s still 
nervous to touch me. But it’s kind of hot to think of us both 
touching ourselves, both making eye contact, both exploring 
these new feelings as they come to us. | undo my fly and 

pull my pants halfway down my legs. My dick is already 
straining against my boxers. | pull it out and Isabella gasps, 
looking a little nervous. 


“Logan...you’re so big.” 


| use my hand to start stroking my cock, working up a 
rhythm. “One day, I’m going to show you just how big it 
really is. I’m going to thrust my cock so deep inside you. I’m 
going to drive you wild.” 


Isabella moans, touching herself with increasing vigor. She 
bites her lip, looking me right in the eye again. 


“I'd like that,” she says gently. Her eyes look me up and 
down and she lets out a sexy growl. “Unbutton your shirt,” 
she says. Now that she’s started making demands, it’s clear 
she likes doing it. She loves the control, and her bossiness is 
arousing. So! do as she asks, pumping my cock with one 
hand as the other unbuttons my shirt. | glance at the door, 
hoping | remembered to lock it. But some part of me doesn’t 
care. If someone comes in and sees me like this...well, hey. 
At least I’m having fun. 


Isabella moans as she continues to stroke. With my torso 
now revealed to her, she is seemingly even more excited 
than before. 


“You look so damn good,” she whispers, leaning back in her 
chair. Her fingers part her pussy lips, giving me the best 
view possible. | grunt as | pick up the pace. It’s not going to 
take me long to come. It’s hard to hold back when the sexy 
creature in front of you is literally a goddess. 


I’ve never done this before. Masturbating with another 
person present. But | like it. | can relax somewhat, focusing 
on the beauty before me and my own pleasure. It’s like 
watching porn, but a million times better. | know this woman 
is performing her little show for my eyes only. She wants to 
be here, pleasing me. It’s also fucking sexy Knowing that | 
could reach out and touch her. The fact that we’re keeping 
our distance from each other only ramps up the tension. 


I’m close to the edge now. | grip the desk beside me with my 
free hand, gasping in pleasure. It occurs to Isabella that I’m 
near the end and her eyes widen. 


“Can l...can l...” 


“What? What, babe?” | ask in curiosity. She pants quietly, 
staring at my cock. 


“Please,” she gasps. “I want...| want to taste you. | want to 
try it.” 


How can | refuse when she asks so politely? | watch as she 
slides from the chair and crawls toward me, her eyes full of 
lust. She stops by my feet and raises herself up onto her 
knees. Her hand journeys back between her legs and she 
continues to touch herself, breathing hard. Then, she tilts 
her head back and opens her mouth wide in anticipation. 


It doesn’t take long at all. With her looking like that, it’s no 
wonder. | shoot my load into her mouth, watching it coat her 
pretty little tongue. Cum soaks her lips and | groan, still 
completely aroused even after finishing. | watch her swallow, 
her hand still moving between her legs. Her tongue slowly 
moves over her lips until she has taken in every last drop. 


| can’t take it anymore. | need to finish her off a second time. 
| need to get the last word in. | put a finger under her chin 
and encourage her to stand up. She does as | command, 
looking confused. My hand ventures between her legs and | 
play with her gently for a few moments. Then, without 
warning, | bend her over the desk, her delicious ass right in 
front of my eyes. | slide my fingers inside her again, enjoying 
the new angle of her body. She moans loudly and this time, | 
don’t even try and quiet her. | want to hear those sexy 
noises coming from her mouth. | want to be the one that 
entices them from her. 


| admire her physique as | touch her, grabbing her hip with 
one hand to keep her in place. She’s squirming beneath me 


in the best possible way. It’s so ridiculously hot. And | don’t 
miss the moment when she comes for a second time, her 
pussy tightening around me and a small yelp escaping from 
her mouth. We slow it down, my fingers gently touching her 
for a few moments, seconds before withdrawing. She takes a 
moment before she straightens up and turns to me. Her hair 
is messy and she is still panting. 


“Logan...” she whispers. But before she can say another 
word, | hear a knock on the door of my office that makes me 
jump. Isabella looks at me in horror, but there’s a glint of 
mischief in her eye. | smile back. 


“We've got company.” 


CHAPTER 13 


Isabella 


My heart is working overtime. After that experience with 
Logan, the last thing | was expecting was to have to deal 
with someone walking in on us. | glance at him nervously. 


“What do we do?” 


Logan seems to be panicking just as much. He grabs my 
clothes and shoves them under the desk. “I’m sorry, you'll 
just have to hide. | know it’s demeaning, but you know the 
consequences of this could be-” 


“It’s okay,” | tell him firmly. “I don’t want to get caught 
either.” 


Logan looks so disappointed that | feel a little bad for him. 
He nods as he dresses hastily, pulling his pants up while | 
help him to button up his shirt. 


I” 
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“Just wait a minute!” he calls to whoever is outside. He turns 


back to me. 


“Thanks,” he says, giving me a quick peck on the lips. 
“Again...l’'m sorry.” 


| shake my head with a gentle smile as | duck under his 
desk, still completely naked except for my bra. If someone 
had told me yesterday that I’d get close to fucking my boss 
and then have to hide naked under his desk to avoid 
detection, | would have told them that they were crazy, even 


after the kiss | shared with him. It doesn’t get much crazier 
than this. | tuck myself in and hold my breath as Logan 
clears his throat, ready for his guest. 


“Come in.” 


The door creaks open and | hear the heavy footsteps of 
someone coming inside the room. 


“Sorry, were you on a conference call? | heard voices,” a 
man asks. 


“Uh... was, but | just finished up. What can | do for you, 
Bret?” 


“Have you seen Isabella?” Bret asks. | lie under the table, 
completely breathless, praying that Bret won’t come any 
closer. | feel like I’m breathing too loudly, and if I’m not 
careful, he might hear me. “It’s just that | could really use a 
cup of coffee. | was hoping she might oblige in making me 
one. She does it so much better than the interns...” 


Logan sighs. | can tell he’s a little exasperated that our 
session was cut short because of Bret’s thirst. “I don’t know 
where she is, to be honest. Are you sure you can’t make one 
yourself? It’s kind of a simple task. And she’s my assistant, 
not a coffee runner.” 


| can’t help grinning to myself like an idiot. | love the way he 
stuck up for me like that. | wonder if he’s usually this 
defensive of me when I’m not around. I'd like to think so. 


“| sure can, boss. It’s just that she does it best. | guess it’s a 
woman ’s touch or something.” He pauses for a moment and | 
feel like the air is thick with tension. “Hey, Logan...why is 
there a women's shoe by your desk?” 


My heart seizes. | can’t believe we’ve been caught! I’m 
panicking now, certain that Logan is going to give us away. 
But of course, I’m underestimating him. He’s the smoothest 
man | know. He chokes out a laugh and leans against his 
desk, so far forward that I can no longer see his face. 


“Well...to tell you the truth...things got a little heated in here 
earlier. You know how it is.” 


“Oh my God...you had a girl in here?” 


“Just once...she must have forgotten her shoes. She kind of 
left in a hurry this morning.” 


“This morning? Oh man, you’re wild. | wish | had the balls to 
do something that crazy.” 


Logan sighs in his seat, pulling it toward me so that his legs 
are tucked close to me. | know I shouldn’t make this 
situation even more treacherous, but with him so close to 
me, | can’t resist. | reach out cautiously and cup his cock 
through his pants with my hand. 


Logan’s body jerks ever so slightly, surprised by the contact, 
but he soon relaxes into it. | can feel his cock standing at 
attention beneath my touch. It puts a smile on my face. | 
can’t believe I’m touching him so intimately. It feels odd that 
he’s gotten to know me so intimately today, and | still 
haven't held him properly in my hands. But I can’t push it 
too far. | settle for touching him through his pants. If | have 
my way, l'Il get another opportunity to show him a real good 
time. 


“It was no big deal,” Logan says cooly. “It was nice, but we 
didn’t get to spend a lot of time together...| guess part of me 


is hoping we can do it again soon.” 


I’m blushing now, even though he can’t even see me. | feel 
like he’s trying to hint at me that this isn’t a one-time thing. 
| wouldn’t have been surprised in some way if it was. | know 
plenty of guys treat girls like queens during sex and then 
never call them back the next day. But | want to believe this 
is more than any of those types of games. Some strange part 
of me wants to trust this playboy. 


“You're such a dog, Logan! Can’t believe you've had a 
woman in here. Who’s the lucky lady?” 


Logan nudges my knee with his foot. “That...is absolutely 
classified.” 


Bret laughs raucously. “Of course it is. Say no more. I'll call 
her Cinderella for now. Get it? She left her shoe behind...” 


Logan forces an uncomfortable laugh, his eyes flickering 
down toward me. | bite my lip to prevent myself from 
giggling and he winks subtly before turning his attention 
back to Bret. 


“Yeah, man. Very witty.” 


“Alright, l'Il leave you to it. Eleven a.m. in the meeting room, 
right?” 


“Right. See you there.” 


| don’t breathe again until I’m certain that Bret has left the 
room. And then | can’t help but laugh at the ridiculousness 
of it all. Logan pushes his chair back to allow me to crawl 

out, laughing to himself as well. | hadn’t expected things to 
be so easy and casual between us, but this has just proved 


to me that Logan is the right man for me. Despite my nerves, 
he’s had me laughing, writhing under his touch, whispering 
his name as he touches me with all the expertise of a real 
man. 


He touches my waist as | straighten up. His eyes run over my 
body and it feels like his fingers are tracing everywhere his 
eyes trail. | shiver but in the best possible way. 


“This has been fun,” Logan murmurs. “I want to do it again. 
But somewhere...more private. How about | come up with 
something and let you know the details later?” 


| can feel myself blushing again. | wish | wasn’t so prone to 
it, but Logan has a way of bringing it out of me. Every 

interaction with him feels so tender that | simply can’t help 
it. | nod, wishing | could speak right now without stuttering. 


Still, Logan seems satisfied with my response. | bend down 
to pick up my clothes and pull them on quickly. | wonder if 
anyone will catch on to what I’ve been up to in here. | just 
hope I don’t run into Bret on my way out. When I turn 
around, now fully dressed, | see Logan grinning at me with a 
singular shoe in the palm of his hand. 


“Your shoe, Cinderella,” he murmurs. | smile at him and 
perch on the edge of the desk, dangling my foot in the air so 
that he can slide the heel on. He goes along with the role 
play and helps me with one shoe, then the other. 


“Perfect fit,” he says gently. Then he moves in closer, parting 
my legs with his own, so my legs are around his waist. Then 
he leans in for a sweet, long kiss. | close my eyes and wrap 
my arms around his shoulders. This moment is so sweet that 
| can barely breathe. When it ends, his lips brush my cheeks. 
| can smell his cinnamony cologne as he leans toward me. It 


feels like every time we touch, | learn something new about 
him. 


“See you at eleven,” he murmurs. With shaking legs, | stand 
up from the desk and walk as normally as | can out of his 
office. Everything feels different from when | walked in. | feel 
like I’ve made the transition from a girl to a woman. 


And damn, it was hot. 


CHAPTER 14 


Logan 


| can still taste her on my lips. | can still smell her perfume. | 
can still see her smoking hot body writhing in my office 
chair. It’s hard to concentrate on work with a raging hard-on 
and the thought of my assistant plaguing my mind. I want to 
do it all over again. | want her by my side, and not because 
we're in a meeting together. 


Damn, the meeting starts in five minutes. | can’t calm down. 
I’ve never been this way after a hookup before. Usually, it’s a 
case of getting the two of us off and then never seeing the 
woman again. | never usually think about the encounter 
afterward, or at least not for long. Sure, | have good 
memories of times I’ve shared with girls, but | get the feeling 
that this experience is going to stick with me for much 
longer. 


How am I going to be able to lead a meeting when she’s 
sitting across from me? She'll be wearing that same sexy 
suit and it’ll bring all the memories of our short, but erotic, 
rendezvous flooding back. Would anyone notice if | nudged 
her leg during the meeting, or found any way possible to 
make physical contact? | need something to satiate me until 
| can have her again. 


I’m not sure | can wait more than a day to have her back in 
my arms. It’s only been a few hours and I’m already 
desperate to touch her once more. | make my decision. I’m 
organizing a date for us tonight. l'Il take her someplace 
fancy, or take her shopping for something nice, or surprise 


her with a piece of jewelry. | can tell a girl like her is a sucker 
for romantic gestures, and | want to be the first one to show 
them to her. From what she’s told me, it seems as though 
she’s not been treated the way she should have. And | plan 
to show her what a real man can do for her. 


The only issue, of course, is Joshua. After the encounter in 
my office, it has suddenly become so much more real to me 
that we are doing this thing. If we start dating for real, he’s 
going to be even more angry and upset and possibly even 
start a physical fight or come here to where Isabella and | 
both work and start a loud and embarrassing argument that 
would make us all look bad and possibly jeopardize our 
careers, or actually give me a chance? | don’t want to get 
her in trouble and, as much as | would never admit it to 
anyone else, | don’t want to lose him either. He’s my best 
friend, after all. I've been playing it cool so far, acting like it 
hasn’t hurt me that he hasn’t even called, but | don’t want 
to dig the grave of our friendship any deeper, even though it 
would be worth it to have Isabella for another night...and a 
whole lot more. Forever actually. 


| guess we just have to play it by ear. Perhaps she doesn't 
even want the same things | do. Maybe she'll be happy to 
draw a line in the sand after a few one-night stands and walk 
away. Something tells me that won’t be the case, though. If 
she’s waited this long to have sex, it clearly really means 
something to her...as it should in anyone’s case. | don’t want 
to let her down, so for now, I’m playing it safe. At least until 
she tells me otherwise. 


I’m going to be late if | don’t stop dithering about. | head out 
of my office, hoping no one can tell that I’ve got a hard-on. 
The sooner | sit down, the better. 


And yet, the second | walk into the meeting room, my legs 
turn to jelly. There she is, sitting nervously at the table with 
her legs crossed one over the other delicately. The sight of 
her Cinderella shoes makes me smile. | take a seat at the 
head of the table, incidentally right beside her. Our legs 
nudge as the meeting room fills out and | smile, not looking 
at her face. We have to be discreet, after all. But with her 
Skin on mine, even just barely, it’s a good start to this 
meeting. 


“Right,” | address the room, clapping my hands together. 
“Let’s get started, shall we?” | finally let myself look at 
Isabella. She takes my breath away by doing nothing at all. 
Her blonde curls fall so prettily around her face that I’m 
utterly distracted. | clear my throat to bring myself to my 
senses, fully aware that everyone is watching me. 


“So, since our original meeting was postponed, I’m sure 
you've all had plenty of time to brainstorm and to get some 
results from our marketing surveys. Would anyone like to 
lead the way?” 


| zone out as Bret starts talking. It’s fortunate that Isabella is 
making notes for me because I’m sure | won’t remember a 
single word he said. What is wrong with me? Ever since | 
became a part of this company, I’ve been so focused. I’ve 
never let anything distract me from work before. Even when 
Maeve was still my assistant and we were hooking up after 
hours, | barely thought of her during the day. Sure, she 
crossed my mind when | took my lunch break and had time 
to think, or whenever she sashayed into my office. It’s hard 
to ignore someone who is deliberately trying to catch your 
eye. But with Isabella, she’s all-consuming. By the time Bret 
finishes talking, a long silence drapes over the room and it 
takes me a long moment to realize it’s because | haven’t 
responded. 


“Um...good work, Bret.” 


“You alright, boss? You seem a little distracted,” he says with 
concern. | force out a laugh. 


“I'm fine, really. I’m just still a little drowsy. I’m on 
some...heavy medication,” | say, gesturing to my injured 
face and hoping no one will question me any further. When 
they don’t, | finally turn back to Isabella. Fortunately, the 
next part of the meeting requires me to look at her. | can 
finally give her my undivided attention. 


“So today, we have Isabella with us. She correctly pointed 
out last week that our panel here isn’t exactly diverse. It’s 
hard for us to get an idea of what women truly want because 
of our lack of research. And of course, surveys are helpful for 
getting a wide range of opinions...but actually, we'll be 
talking to something of an expert here today. Isabella knows 
a lot about makeup and is hoping to become a makeup artist 
someday.” 


Some of the men look at one another and snigger. Isabella 
blushes and | feel a surge of anger shoot through me. | know 
they feel like she’s easy-pickings for the butt of a joke, after 
all, as the only woman in the meeting, she’s severely 
underrated, but | won’t tolerate them making her 
uncomfortable. | slowly lean in toward them and they all 
have the sense to look uncomfortable. 


“| don’t know what you are all laughing at,” | growl. “It would 
seem that she has more ambition than any of you idiots. 
She’s also capable of doing your job better than you, which 
is why she is here today. So | suggest you stop looking down 
your noses at her and listen. You might actually learn 
something.” 


| notice that Isabella is smiling as she hides behind her hair. 
She doesn’t look offended by the men, but rather pleased 
that | stepped in to take care of her. I’ve become strangely 
protective of her these past few weeks, especially now after 
what we shared in my office. The memory causes a twinge in 
my pants and | hastily decide to get back to the task at hand 
before | get any more aroused. 


“Isabella? The floor is yours.” 


Isabella slowly pushes a neat black folder toward me. “| 
brainstormed some ideas about color schemes,” she said. 
“For packaging, it’s going to depend entirely on what type of 
woman you want to attract to your product. It’s not just a 
case of her gender.” 


All of the men have finally turned their attention to Isabella. 
It’s impossible not to see how she’s owning the room so 
comfortably. She doesn’t seem nervous at all. In fact, | would 
say she’s in her element now. 


“I’ve compared some of the products already on the market 
for you to look at in the portfolio,” she continues as | flick 
through the pages. She’s done a lot. There must be at least 
twenty pages of notes here. It’s seriously impressive. 


“Makeup artists use the palettes that look the most 
professional, and that means finding something that stands 
out but in a classy manner. For example, this one,” she says, 
reaching over to point at a picture of some sleek, black 
palettes with cursive white text on the top. As she withdraws 
her hand, her pinkie brushes mine and | almost lose it. 
Damn, she’s good. Her eyes are sparkling as she continues 
to talk. 


“Makeup artists, at least successful ones, use high-quality 
products to impress their clientele, and therefore it’s 
important to them that their products look the best. So if 
you are aiming for that market, then you need to ensure that 
your marketing campaign and the product packaging is on 
the mark.” 


Her knee nudges against mine. It sends a jolt of pleasure 
through me once again, though | can’t even be certain that 
the act was deliberate. My hand is so close to her leg right 
now. I’m fantasizing all of a sudden about snaking my hand 
up her thigh. Highly unprofessional, of course, but entirely 
satisfying and sexy. It’s fortunate that it’s not my turn to talk 
right now because I’m not certain | could get any words out. 


“For the busy woman of today, and are there ever a lot of 
those types of lovely ladies, we want something eye- 
catching. Something fun that makes the product stand out 
from the crowd, just as she wants to stand out herself,” 
Isabella continues cheerfully. “Girls love something with a 
fun theme. But then it also depends what age range you’re 
appealing to. If you’re looking to entice young girls with 
your product, then a princess theme or something along 
those lines could go a long way. For young adults and thirty- 
somethings, a cocktail theme might be a fun way to get 
their attention. If you’re making eye shadows, each shadow 
should have a distinctive name. It’s all about being 
memorable and keeping makeup fun. Because for most 
people, the ones who are only using the products for 
themselves, there’s no sense in using something boring. It’s 
like a fashion accessory, having a good makeup palette is a 
talking point. Even if it’s just a lipstick from a specific brand, 
girls will talk about it because they know that the brand has 
a good reputation. So you see, it’s all about giving people 
something to talk about.” 


She’s certainly giving people something to talk about now. 
Or she would be if the other men could see what she’s 
doing. She grazes her high heel down my calf gently. I’ve 
never been so aroused in public before. Every simple 
gesture she does has me going wild. She smiles to herself, 
clearly pleased with the effect she’s having on me. My eyes 
dart around the room, wondering if anyone has noticed, but 
all of their eyes are fixated on Isabella. Who can blame them 
when she’s put us all under her spell? 


She plants her foot firmly back on the floor and meets my 
eye as though she hasn't just been actively trying to turn 
me on during this meeting. She clears her throat with a 
delicate cough, glancing around the room with a smile. 


“In conclusion, your product is in the mid-price range, but 
making it slightly less expensive, but not cheap... big 
difference in both perception and reality, would put you way 
ahead of others in the marketplace. Once you’ve got your 
marketing and product packaging sorted, you’ll be even 
more distinctive at a good price. Women want good 
products, but they don’t want to sell their kidneys to afford 
it.” 


Some of the men in the room laugh. | find myself joining in. 
Isabella has gone from being a shy delicate flower to being a 
powerful woman. I like seeing her so confident and sure of 
herself. She threads her fingers together and rests them on 
the desk in front of her. She’s no longer focusing on me, but 
rather captivating the room. 


“If you can get a good reputation for yourself, then the 
products will sell themselves. Girls talk... if they’re using a 
great product, they will show it off. All you need to do is 
tweak some details and you'll be well on your way to 
SUCCESS.” 


Isabella smiles to indicate her pitch is over. Several of the 
men at the table clap for her and she blushes as | join in. 
Honestly, I’m pretty impressed at what she pulled off today. 
A woman with no experience in sales, marketing or design 
has pulled off a presentation on all three in under ten 
minutes. And, more to the point, she had everyone eating 
out of her hand. 


The applause lasts for at least thirty seconds and when it 
dies down, | stand up with a grin, glancing around the room. 


“You see?” | say, pointing to Isabella. “That is what I’m 
talking about. Good ideas. Excellent presentation. Proper 
research. You all need to rise to this girl’s level because this 
portfolio is full of good ideas. | hope we're all feeling inspired 
and ready to tackle this from a new angle. What do we 
think?” 


Everyone in the room murmurs in agreement. This kind of 
meeting is exciting. | feel as though we are finally getting 
somewhere. All thanks to Isabella. 


“Dismissed, everyone. Work hard and come back to me with 
solid ideas this week. I’m expecting great things from all of 
you!” 


The room erupts into chatter as the men prepare to leave. 
Isabella is watching me as she stands up. She tosses her 
blonde hair over her shoulder. 


“How did | do?” she asks, half joking and half in need of 
validation. 


“You were perfect. Honestly. In fact...” | step a little closer to 
her, not wanting to be too obvious, but not too subtle either. 


| want her to know I’ve got her on my mind. “I was hoping | 
might be able to grab dinner with you tonight,” | murmur, 
loud enough for people to hear. But before they can get 
suspicious, | continue. “I'd like to hear more of your ideas 
after hours if you’re up for it...” 


Isabella’s cheeks have turned a pretty shade of pink. | guess 
she wasn’t expecting to see me again so soon, at least not 
outside of work. But | can’t help myself - | want to see her. 
She meets my eyes and nods nervously, wrapping her arms 
around herself like a protective barrier. 


“I'd like that,” she whispers. 


CHAPTER 15 


Isabella 


| leave the meeting and head back to my office with my 
heart racing. | can’t believe all the risks I’ve taken today... 
the scene in Logan’s office, my casual flirting during the 
meeting, my confidence pitching to the team. Who am !? It’s 
like I've become a new person. All these exciting new traits 
have come about after spending time with Logan, and | can’t 
say | mind, to be honest. Feeling confident in myself might 
be a new sensation, but it’s certainly not an unwelcome one. 
Whatever Logan is doing to me, l'm into it. 


It feels odd to be back in my office now. This morning has 
been a whirlwind, but it’s so strange to me, that it doesn’t 
feel like a real part of my life. And now I’m sitting here 
feeling like this normalcy doesn’t belong to me either. I’m in 
a kind of limbo, separate from my old life and my new one. 
Past me would never have accepted a date with my 
handsome boss, but this new version of me is jumping in 
headfirst. 


My phone buzzes on my desk and | fumble for it, blissfully 
happy in my own skin today. Not much could dampen my 
mood right now. But when I see who is messaging me, my 
heart sinks a little. 


Dinner tonight? 
It’s Joshua. | sigh. It’s moments like this that | wish he made 


the effort to have more friends. | don’t exactly have an 
abundance of them myself, but now that I’ve made plans 


with Logan, the last thing | want to do is hang out with my 
socially deprived brother. 


Can't tonight. | have plans. 
Plans? With who? 


| snort at the text. Clearly, Joshua is just as aware as | am 
that | never have plans with friends. 


It’s a work outing. 


Joshua doesn’t reply again. It’s his blunt way of saying 
message received. | bite my lip. Maybe this is an opportunity 
to get him talking to Logan again. If that happens then 
maybe Logan and | won’t have to tiptoe around so much. As 
hot as this morning was, I’d love to be able to talk to Joshua 
about it. 


Why not ask Logan to join you? 


It’s a major long shot, | know. My plan would be to get the 
pair of them together and then tag along later on. Maybe in 
that amount of time, they would be able to fix things 
between them. But Joshua’s reply is just as blunt as his 
previous silence. 


I don’t think so. 


| curse quietly to myself, putting my phone down in 
frustration. | just wish this could be simpler. It seems like 
there are a million obstacles preventing Logan and me from 
exploring our attraction. While it’s exciting to keep hima 
secret, someday | would like to show him off to the world. | 
know it’s early days, and this might not lead to anything at 


all, but I’ve spent enough time in the shadows during my 
life. | don’t want that to happen anymore. 


I’m ready to step out into the sunlight. Preferably with Logan 
at my side. 


CHAPTER 16 


Logan 


Tonight is the night. My first date with Isabella. I’ve got it all 
planned out. First, we’ll have dinner at a fancy joint in town. 
Then, l'Il take her back to a hotel room where | have ordered 
chocolate and champagne to the room. Not bad for a first 
date, in my mind. | just hope that she'll feel the same. 


It’s nearly the end of the workday. I’ve promised to pick 
Isabella up at seven from her apartment, giving her time to 
get changed. | sigh to myself. I’ve been agitated all day, 
counting down the hours until | have her back at my side. 


But tonight is going to be so different. We already know we 
have an initial attraction between us, but what about the 
other stuff? Will we get along well? Will we be able to hold a 
conversation that isn’t entirely flirty? I’m not sure. I’m 
nervous, but I’m looking forward to finding out. 


My phone buzzes on my desk as l'm about to leave. My heart 
jolts, wondering if it might be Joshua. My first thought is that 
he might want to put our squabble behind us. My second 
thought is that he’s found out about my date with his sister. 
Or worse, he knows what happened this morning. | pick up 
my phone slowly. 


| check the text out. 


Logan... could use a favor, boo x 


My heart seizes. The number is unknown, but I recognize the 
style of the text. Why the hell is my former assistant, and 
fuck buddy, Maeve, getting in contact with me now? The last 
time we spoke, it was to agree never to talk again. Our affair 
had almost lost me my status at the company, and it 
supposedly broke her into a million pieces. Now, she’s 
texting me as though we’re picking up where we left off. 


Who is this? | ask, though | already know the answer. | want 
to see how she will respond. Her text comes back almost 
immediately. 


You know who, baby. Don’t tell me you've forgotten me 
among your string of lady friends...x 


| told you not to text again. 


| can’t believe she’s getting in contact with me the day of 
my date with Isabella. It’s typical of Maeve to throw a 
wrench in the works, just when | think | might find 
happiness. She texts back quickly. 


Look, | just need a favor. A reference for a new job. | swear 
there’s nothing else. Coffee tomorrow morning? l'Il make it 
quick, | swear x 


| sigh. Knowing Maeve, she means something entirely sexual 
about that. The last time she said she’d be quick, she meant 
a quick hookup in the local library behind the shelves of the 
psychology section. Yes, it was hot. Yes, it was a memory that 
still manages to turn me on. But it was also entirely 
inappropriate. 


| have a date tonight. 


TMI? Did | ask? Look, innocent until proven guilty, right? I’m 
not after anything from you. Apart from a reference for a 
job, of course. Pretty please, boo? x 


| stare at my phone for a while. | guess | could meet her 
quickly, especially if this leads to a new job for her out of the 
city, or even better out of the state..or country. Something 
about it though... it just feels like a honey trap. She’s always 
up to something. It enticed me at first, how she always used 
to live life on the edge. My experiences with her came just 
after the death of my parents when I was at my most 
vulnerable. | guess | just wanted some fun. | wanted to feel 
like myself again. And Maeve always delivered on the fun 
front. 


But things are different now. Would it make Isabella feel 
anxious and potentially jealous to know I’m talking to one of 
my old hookups, specifically an old assistant of mine? It 
makes it look like | have a theme for sleeping with my 
employees, but it’s not the case at all. 


I’ve already booked the hotel now, and | don’t want to back 
down from this date. But | also owe Maeve one. I’m the one 
who allegedly broke her heart. She claimed | led her on, 
though we never stated that we were together. | learned 
from her that when it comes to girls, there are always 
feelings attached. She had to leave her job because of me, 
and then | cut off all contact. So don’t | owe it to her to give 
her a ten-minute coffee to write her a reference? | could 
knock this meeting out in the morning and be back in bed 
within half an hour. 


Okay. 


Eight a.m. Our usual place. Ciao x 


| shove my phone in my pocket, desperate not to think of 
anyone else for the rest of the night, but Isabella. This night 
is about me and her, and even Maeve won't ruin that for me. 


Standing outside of Isabella’s apartment in my best shirt 
and trousers, | feel ready for a night of romance and good 
food. The table is booked for in half an hour, so we'll have 
time for a quick drink inside her apartment if she wishes. 
But when | text her to let her know I’ve arrived, she surprises 
me by showing up outside, ready to go. 


| guess | should have warned her about the dress code 
because right now, she is not dressed for a fancy restaurant. 
Don’t get me wrong, she looks good. She always does. But 
with her curls scraped back into a high ponytail, no makeup 
and acrop top on, she’s definitely not looking the part for 
fine dining. She glances at my shirt and blushes. 


“You look so nice...did you have something specific in 
mind?” she asks shyly. “I wasn’t expecting anything fancy...| 
thought we could grab a slice of pizza or something? And 
then maybe take a walk through Central Park?” 


| blink in surprise, thinking of my restaurant reservation. | 
had been so sure that she would want to be wined and 
dined, but I didn’t even think to ask what she would like to 
do. She seemed so at home that night we went to dinner 
with her brother that | guess | had it in my head that she’s 
hard to please. Clearly, | got it all wrong. 


Now that she mentions it, pizza and the park actually 
sounds great. And with the hotel still booked for us both, 
there’s no reason why | can’t treat her like a princess once 
we get there. | smile and nod. 


“Pizza sounds great. And don’t worry. | have a tendency to 
overdress.” | want to take her hand or something, but part of 
me feels as though it’s too soon. Which is ridiculous, 
considering what we got up to this morning. Something as 
innocent as holding her hand shouldn’t be such a big deal. 


“Shall we?” | say uncomfortably. Isabella nods nervously and 
we both set off in the opposite directions. We laugh 
awkwardly at the mishap and | follow her lead. After all, this 
is her neighborhood. Plus, it’s her first date, and I’m happy 
for her to lead the way. She’s already proved me wrong 
about the fancy restaurant, so maybe it’s best for her to be 
in charge here. 


We walk down the street together in silence. It’s hard to 
believe that this morning, everything seemed so easy 
between us. Now that the tiniest bit of pressure has been 
applied, we suddenly have nothing to say to one another. | 
clear my throat, ready to ask her something, anything, but 
nothing comes out. 


“Um, | wanted to say thank you for today,” Isabella says 
after a long pause. “It was really nice of you to let me talk to 
your team.” 


| shrug with a smile. | shove my hands deep into my pockets, 
feeling like an awkward teenager on a first date. “It was 
nothing. You really impressed everyone. | meant what | 
said...you’d make a valuable member of any marketing 
team. Is it something you might be interested in?” 


Isabella shrugs. As she does, her crop top rides up even 
further, revealing more of her beautiful skin. “Maybe...but | 
really do have my eyes set on being a makeup artist. | know 
it might not seem like an ambitious role to some...| Know 
those men were laughing at me...but being self-employed 


and independent...well to me, that’s an achievement. It 
takes hard work. Nothing is handed to you. But I’m not 
afraid of that. It’s just hard knowing where to start.” 


| nod in agreement, feeling a little more relaxed now that 
there’s a conversation flowing. “That’s true. It’s difficult to 
support yourself financially at the start as well. You’d have to 
give up a lot to be able to afford it...it kind of sucks when all 
of your money goes to rent and you can’t afford much else.” 


“Well...I’m not a very materialistic person. | think it’s nice to 
own nice things...but there is more to life, don’t you think? | 
could handle not buying new clothes for myself if it meant | 
was chasing my dream job. And it applies to other aspects of 
life. For example, | would feel happier knowing someone 
loves me than someone trying to buy my affection with 
expensive stuff.” 


| laugh nervously. She’s totally right, of course, but I’d never 
viewed things that way before. My family has always had 
money. | have always seen anything with an expensive price 
tag as a good gift, because the more you spend, the more 
you care, in theory. But maybe she’s right. Walking along the 
street next to her feels just as good as being in a fancy 
restaurant with a three hundred dollar red wine in front of 
us. | guess it just goes to show that the company of the right 
person is priceless. 


She’s walking slightly ahead of me and it gives me an 
opportunity to ogle her. | know it’s rude to stare, but how 
can | not when she looks so damn good? Her jeans perfectly 
sculpt her sexy ass. With her hair up, it reveals her slender 
neck, each inch of it looking entirely kissable. Even the 
small of her back seems tantalizing to me right now. Her 
exposed skin is just begging to be touched. | work up the 
courage to get in step with her, placing my hand on her 


back. She smiles and slides her slim arm around my back. | 
don’t feel awkward this time when we lapse into silence, 
heading toward the park. 


We come across a pizza vendor ten minutes into our walk. 
Isabella’s eyes light up and she glances at me like she’s 
asking for permission. | smile back and grab my wallet from 
my pocket. 


“Let me treat you,” | tell her. She blushes happily, squeezing 
me close. It feels good to be the reason she’s smiling. 
Something as simple as buying her a slice of pizza seems to 
make her happy, and that’s perfectly fine with me. We order 
from the vendor and then wander through the park for a 
while, our pizza in hand. Isabella smiling to herself. 


“What are you thinking about?” | ask her as we take a seat 
on a bench. She shakes her head, smiling even more. 


“It’s nothing.” 


| nudge her gently. “Come on! | want to know.” | lower my 
voice. “You know, if you’re thinking about how sexy | am, it’s 
alright, you can tell me.” 


Isabella rolls her eyes and chuckles, nudging me back. 
“Alright, alright. | was just thinking of my brother, to be 
honest. When I was a kid, Joshua and | used to come here a 
lot, just to get away from the apartment. He found an old 
bike in a thrift store for a few dollars, fixed it up and would 
bring it here. | used to ride on the handlebars while he 
pedaled. And then when he got tired, we would grab a slice 
and sit in the park. | guess that’s why I have always liked 
doing it so much. It brings back happy memories.” 


“That’s a great memory,” | tell her honestly. Typically, her 
cheeks flush, as they always do. 


“I think so too. It always made me happy, at least. That’s 
what matters, right?” 


“Of course. Did your parents ever come with you?” 


Isabella falls silent. She picks a slice of pepperoni off her 
pizza absentmindedly. “They weren't really around. Our Dad 
spent a lot of our childhood in prison. At first, it would only 
be a year or so at a time, but now, he’s pretty much there for 
life. | haven’t spoken to him in a long time.” 


“1...1 hadn’t realized,” | admit. Joshua has always been pretty 
private about his home life. I’ve known him for a long time, 
and | never even knew Isabella existed until he asked about 
getting her a job at my company. Isabella smiles sadly. 


“It’s okay. | didn’t think you’d know anything about it. You 
know how Joshua is.” 


“Yeah...look, thank you for telling me.” 


Isabella bows her head shyly. “It’s okay...| feel like | can be 
honest with you.” 


| discard the leftovers of my pizza in the trash. My hand 
finds its way to Isabella’s leg. “I know how it feels to not 
have your parents around,” | say. “| mean...1 grew up with 
them always backing me, but the second they died...what 
I’m saying is | get that it leaves a hole.” 


Isabella nods. “It can be hard. But we find ways to live 
without them, right?” 


“Right. Absolutely.” 


Isabella closes her eyes. “It feels good to talk about it with 
somebody. Joshua always cuts me off every time I try and 
mention it to him.” 


| squeeze her leg gently. “I’m here now.” 


CHAPTER 17 


Logan 


This night isn’t going as | expected it to, but somehow, it’s 
going even better. Opening up to Isabella about our families 
is the cleansing experience | didn’t know | needed. It felt 
good to talk for once instead of just keeping everything 
holed up inside. Not that | would admit that to anyone. It 
made me feel vulnerable, and I’m not sure that’s something | 
want to get used to. 


But now that we're headed to the hotel, the mood has 
changed entirely again. | can sense that Isabella is nervous. | 
guess | should have warned her that | had booked a hotel, 
but | wanted it to be a nice surprise for her. Now, as we enter 
the posh penthouse room she’s tense and quiet. 


But when she steps inside, her jaw drops to the floor. | smile 
to myself, satisfied with my choice of hotel. | only want the 
very best for Isabella, and this place has certainly delivered. 
The room is shrouded in gold, with gold patterns in the 
wallpaper, on the painting frames that line the room and on 
most of the furniture. There are champagne flutes already 
waiting for us in the kitchenette, as | requested. Beside that, 
there’s also a platter of expensive liquor truffles. Isabella 
covers her mouth in shock, but even her hand can’t hide her 
smile. 


“Oh, Logan...you really shouldn’t have,” she says. | don’t 
think she realizes that for me, a place like this isn’t 
expensive. But it’s good to see that she appreciates the 
gesture, at least. 


A thought shoots through my head and I’m not sure if it 
makes me feel like a jerk, like | finally understand what life is 
all about, or like I’m in one of those ‘priceless’ MasterCard 
commercials...or all of the above. This is truly a priceless 
moment. Yeah, this place may not put a dent in my bank 
account but being here, with her, is something money could 
never buy. Her smile, her honest, simple ways like eating 
pizza in the park and being truly appreciative of being here 
now. She takes nothing for granted and more importantly, 
and although all this is nice, the reason why this all works is 
her. Us. Heck, | could have gotten some take out, set it up 
on the floor of my place, and we could have still had a great 
time. It’s not about where or how much...it’s about who. 
And she is damn sure is the who in my life. 


She drifts into the room and touches all of the furniture in 
awe. While she is ogling the scenery, | decide to prepare my 
next surprise. | head into the bathroom, where a huge 
square tub big enough for at least four people is ready to be 
filled. | start running the tap, sloshing in bubble bath into 
the tub and watching it fill with foam. Isabella is still busy 
with all of her surroundings and barely notices as | pop open 
the champagne and pour us both a glass. 


“I’m running us a bath,” | tell her softly. She glances up at 
me, her eyes wide. 


“Really?” 
“Yeah...| thought it would be a nice way for us to unwind. A 
glass of champagne each, some bubbles, and good 


company...seems like the perfect recipe, right?” 


Isabella blushes. “That...that sounds perfect, actually.” She 
giggles to herself. “I didn’t think you’d be the sort for hot 


bubble baths...” 


| grin back. “What, a man can’t enjoy a relaxing bath once in 
a while?” | step closer to her, taking her by the waist. “And 
with such good company, how could | refuse?” | murmur, 
kissing her neck gently. She sighs into my touch, closing her 
eyes in bliss. But | don’t want to linger here too long. | want 
her all hot and soapy in that tub. | move away from her and 
grab the champagne, nodding toward the bathroom. 


“Shall we?” 


Isabella bites her lip. For a moment, | think she’s going to 
decline the offer. But then | watch as she slowly undresses 
for me. | watch in excitement, feeling my erection grow in 
my pants. She’s unbelievably sexy. | don’t know how she 
does it. She’s gone from being such a shy creature to being 
this absolute goddess, prepared to do anything to show me 
how sexy she really is. She strips off her t-shirt and pants. 
Her hand ventures up her back and her eyes meet mine as 
she unclips her bra. Watching it fall away to reveal her 
beautiful breasts is a magical experience, to say the least. | 
can’t wait to see her all soapy, barely concealed behind the 
suds. 


She takes off her thong, revealing her gorgeous pussy. | 
wonder if she is as wet as | am hard? | don’t want to wait 
long to find out, but I restrain myself for a while. | want to at 
least have a few drinks, ramp up the tension a little, before | 
take her virginity. That is, if she'll let me. 


She turns around, now fully naked, and heads for the 
bathroom, allowing me to watch her swinging ass. All those 
times | watched her in the office, dreaming of the day I’d see 
her without her clothes on...it’s all led up to this moment. 
I’ve never been so turned on, but I’m holding off for as long 


as | can. | want this night to be long, hot and steamy. There’s 
no room for error here. Her first time has to be perfect, and 
I’m going to make sure she has the time of her life. 


When | make it to the bathroom, she’s already slipping down 
into the bubbles. She sighs, closing her eyes and leaning 
back a little. | kiss the top of her head before putting down 
the champagne glasses and stripping myself. | can’t wait to 
join her. As | get into the bath, her hand finds my thigh, 
rubbing it gently. It’s such an innocent gesture, but it has 
me hard as a rock. Everything she does seems to turn me on. 
| can’t believe we're finally getting to do something like this. 
If her brother could see us now, he’d be furious, but he can’t. 
For now, this is our dirty little secret. 


“This is good,” Isabella says with a long sigh. “I haven’t felt 
this relaxed in a long time.” 


“Me neither,” | say, sliding an arm around her bare shoulders 
and pulling her closer to me. As my arm drapes down, | 
fondle her breast with my right hand, pinching her nipple 
until it stands at attention. “There’s something about you, 
Isabella. Something so...soothing.” 


“I’m glad you feel comfortable with me,” she replies with a 
blush. “This...this is even better than | expected.” 


“Had this on your mind for a while, have you?” | tease, 
increasing my grip on her nipple, pinching it hard. She 
gasps in pleasure, smiling. 


“Yes,” she says honestly. “Since | met you, to be honest.” 


“Oh really,” | murmur. “Tell me more.” 


She smiles, pulling away from me and grabbing the 
champagne from behind her. “At least let me have a drink 
first,” she teases. She’s right. We have all night. And talking 
to her is just as tantalizing as touching her. She hands mea 
glass and | raise it. 


“What are we toasting to?” she asks. | have a flashback to 
only last week when we had dinner with her brother and she 
asked the same question. Now, | can be as honest as | want. 
I’m not holding back. 


“To us,” | tell her. She looks a little shocked. Perhaps she 
wasn’t expecting me to be so honest. Or maybe she wasn’t 
expecting a future with me. | can see why she would get that 
impression, given my past. But I’m all in with this one. If she 
wants me, I’m hers. 


“To us,” she squeaks, looking a little embarrassed. Our 
glasses clink together and I drink some of the golden nectar. 
It’s beautiful champagne for a beautiful night. I’m suddenly 
certain that this is the right decision. It feels like we’ve had 
the best of both worlds, a taste of her life in Central Park 
with our romantic walk. Now, a taste of mine. Money, sex 
and champagne, an idea she seems to be warming to pretty 
quickly. 


| watch her drink her champagne as | turn off the roaring 
taps. She looks so beautiful, her eyes sparkling. In all the 
time | have known her, I’ve never seen her look this happy. | 
guess seeing someone in the workplace isn’t a good 
indicator of how happy they are, but right now, she’s 
glowing. | wonder if it’s because of me. My hand finds her 
thigh under the water and she smiles, relaxing further under 
the bubbles. 


“How has no one swept you off your feet yet?” | ask her 
gently. It’s something | have always wondered. Girls like her 
are always quick to get boyfriends. They go to college and 
come back engaged to some quarterback who promises to 
make all of their dreams come true, or they marry their 
childhood sweethearts. Girls like her have it made by her 
age, usually or so | thought. But she’s never even been 
properly touched by a man...how has she come this far and 
not been shown how amazing she is? 


She nestles closer to me and my hand slips between her legs 
naturally, resting on her inner thigh. I’m so close to her sex, 
but | won’t touch her yet. l'Il let her get more excited first. 
Eventually, she'll be begging for it. She glances at me with a 
warm smile. 


“I’ve never found anyone | felt strongly about,” she tells me. 
“| guess some might say that I’m picky...but | don’t want sex 
just for the sake of it. | never did. I’ve had offers...men have 
come up to me in bars...but that’s not special, is it? And they 
only wanted one thing from me. | don’t want something so 
meaningless. I’d rather have all or nothing. Does that make 
sense?” 


“Of course,” | murmur. “So you were waiting for Mr. Right?” 


Isabella blushes. “I guess so...| wouldn’t just do anything for 
anyone.” 


| lean a little closer. My hand nudges her pussy under the 
water and she looks a little startled, but in the best possible 
way. 


“Would you do anything for me?” | ask quietly. Isabella 
gasps as | spread her pussy lips with my fingers. She nods 
Slowly. 


“Anything,” she breathes. | smile to myself, removing my 
hand from her sensitive area smoothly. | know | shouldn’t be 
teasing her so much, but I can’t help it. | just want to keep 
this up for as long as possible. 


“Good,” | tell her with a smug smile. Her eyes glint with a 
mischievous side to her | haven’t seen before. She moves in 
closer to me, and then seems to think better of it, deciding 
instead to straddle my lap. With her breasts heaving, 
covered in suds, she’s never looked better. Each time | think 
I’ve seen her at her sexiest, she goes and proves how wrong 
I am. Keeping eye contact with me, she slowly drains her 
glass of champagne and then puts it aside. Her hand 
ventures under the water and grabs my cock for the first 
time. She seems nervous - this must be the first time she’s 
ever touched one - but she smiles as she begins to 
innocently pump it up and down. 


“Like that?” she asks sweetly. It’s almost too much to handle, 
seeing this pure innocent little virgin showing her devilish 
side. After all, there really is no cutesy way of hand fucking 
someone. | grin, groaning with pleasure. 


“Exactly like that, babe. Don’t stop.” 


She still seems a little unsure, but her rhythm improves as 
she keeps going, splashing water all around as she becomes 
more vigorous in her action. Our lips meet and she kisses me 
hard and fast. Her teeth sink into my bottom lip, pulling at it 
sexily. Where she learned to do these sexy things to a man, | 
have no idea, but damn, she’s good at it. 


| reach out my hand to touch her pussy. She kneels up 
higher so that she’s not fully submerged, allowing me to 
gain entryway to her sex. | start off slow, nudging her clit 


ever so gently, but she keeps grinding against my hand, 
desperate for more. Who am | to deny her, after all? | want to 
give her exactly what she wants. So | slip two fingers inside 
her and watch her face light up. She leans forward a little so 
she can continue to work my cock, but then, to my surprise, 
she begins to thrust herself against my fingers. | feel myself 
getting deeper inside her and my fingers are starting to get 
soaked in her juices. She moans sexily, increasing her 
rhythm and bouncing on my hand. If this is how skilled she 
is before she’s even had sex, how will she be in the 
bedroom? 


| want to find out. | push her off me and scoop her up. We’re 
both soaked and covered in suds, but | don’t care. All | can 
think about is getting her to the bed. She wraps her legs 
around me and | manage to hold her up with one arm as | 
step out of the bath and carry her through, leaving a soapy 
trail behind us. My free hand moves between her legs 
expertly and she moans, kissing my neck fervently until the 
moment | throw her down on the bed. 


The duvet is damp already, but with Isabella writhing on it, 
ready for me, there’s no time to worry about drying off. | 
want her. | need her. | grab her legs and rest them on my 
shoulders, giving me the perfect view of her sopping wet 
pussy. | slide my fingers back inside her and start to finger 
her hard. She trembles beneath me, gasping at the sudden 
burst of pleasure. | smile to myself. After her short turn in 
charge, it feels good to take back the lead, even though it’s 
sexy when she thinks she has the upper hand. | can take 
charge any time I want. | want her to remember that. 


Her legs are shaking as | continue to fuck her with my 
fingers. That’s how | know I’m doing it right. I’ve reduced her 
to a quivering mess. It’s hot as hell. She doesn’t even 
attempt to be quiet. She knows we have this place to 


ourselves. After our secretive session this morning, this feels 
like another level. | allow myself to grunt in pleasure too, 
though my dick is unattended to. Seeing her now mixes with 
all the memories of our session earlier - cum dripping from 
her open mouth after | finished, her legs spread-eagled on 
my office chair, her feeling my dick under my desk. It’s all 
too much to handle. Too many hot memories in one day. | 
feel like | could cum without her even touching me, but I’m 
not giving in that easily. | still haven’t fucked her for real. 


“You like that, babe?” | murmur, slipping in a third finger 
and pounding her harder. She gasps loudly. 


“Yes. Oh, Logan, yes.” 


“Just wait until | fuck you for real,” | tell her. “Then you'll 
know what pleasure is.” 


| can’t handle it anymore. | need her. | take my fingers out of 
her and find my jacket to get out a condom. | leave her on 
the bed where she is panting and gasping to herself, lost in 
the ecstasy I’ve put her in. | Know how it must feel, | 
remember the first few times | had sex. How good it felt to 
be touched, to be understood so completely by the opposite 
party involved. But then again, I’m starting to feel the same 
with Isabella. It’s like my first time all over again. Only 
better. 


With the condom on, | spread her legs wide and slide 
between her legs. My cock nudges her entrance and she 
moans. | know | have to be careful. | don’t want to hurt her, 
or make her feel like I’m moving too fast. She looks up at 
me, her breasts heaving as she studies me. 


“What are you waiting for?” she gasps. It’s the hottest 
sentence ever uttered, | swear to God. | smile at her. 


“You. I’ve been waiting my whole life for you.” 


CHAPTER 18 


Isabella 


| can’t believe what’s about to happen. He’s going to take 
my virginity. | feel like I’ve never wanted something so much 
in my life. A week ago, | didn’t expect that this would ever 
happen. Now, I’m watching him hover over me on a bed in 
an expensive hotel room, my legs spread wide waiting for 
him to enter me. His massive cock so close to my pussy, 
teasing my clit. 


“Are you sure you're ready?” he asks. | smile. It’s nice 
knowing he’s got a softer side, but I’ve wanted this for 
longer than I can even express. | don’t want him to get cold 
feet now. | shuffle a little closer to him to encourage him. 


“Please,” | moan. | can’t wait much longer. My pussy is 
throbbing and wet. | need to know what it feels like to have 
him inside me. A few weeks ago, | might have been scared of 
this moment, but I’ve changed. He’s changed me into this 
brave woman, the version of me I’ve always wanted to be. 
And this version of me wants him to fuck me. 


“Okay,” he says, kissing my shins with my legs still on his 
broad shoulders. He bites his lip as he looks at my sopping 
entrance and then he pushes his cock inside me. 


The shock of it mingles with how good it feels to have him 
inside me. It hurts a little as he pushes in further, but the 
pain is overridden by the pleasure. | gasp loudly, not caring 
if anyone on the floors below can hear my cries. This is my 
night... my first time. | want it to be special. With the 


champagne running through my veins and Logan’s cock 
gently pushing inside me, I’ve never been happier. 


“You're so big,” | gasp as he pumps in and out of me. He 
stops for a moment, glancing at me with concern. 


“Is it okay? Am I hurting you?” 


| shake my head hard, my eyes wide. “No...it’s okay. It feels 
good. God, it feels good. | need you inside me. Don’t stop. 
Please, don’t stop.” 


It’s the only encouragement he needs. He pushes against 
me so that my legs are forced even higher, giving him even 
better access to my pussy. He begins to work up a rhythm, 
slamming into me hard and sending me into ecstasy. | lie 
back and close my eyes for a moment, just enjoying it with 
my mouth open in a silent cry of sensual euphoria. 


Logan leans in, thrusting deeper and fondling my breasts. 
His fingers tighten around my nipples, sending another 
ripple of pleasure through me. 


“Logan!” | cry out, panting as he thrusts into me. “Give it to 
me, Logan...” 


“You little minx,” he laughs, his eyes meeting mine as he 
continues to fuck me. “God, babe, | swear, you look so 
fucking hot right now.” 


| look up and see his eyes are full of lust. I’ve never seen 
someone look at me that way before, at least not so intently. 
It makes me feel wanted. It makes me feel like I’ve finally 
done something right. He bites his lip, grunting as he thrusts 
even deeper. 


“Fuck,” he growls. “You drive me wild, Isabella.” 


| blush, but in the best possible way. It feels like the highest 
of compliments. | can feel myself reaching yet another 
orgasm. This man has made me come so many times in one 
day and it’s exhilarating. | cry out and as | reach the highest 
point | explode, my pussy clenching around Logan’s dick. He 
gasps in pleasure, but he doesn’t stop. In fact, if anything, 
he fucks me harder. I’m still riding my high, with one orgasm 
melting straight into another. | yell so loudly that I’m sure 
half of the city must hear me. I’m dizzy with excitement, but 
he still doesn’t stop. 


“I’m not done with you yet,” he growls, his face serious and 
brooding for the first time. “I won’t stop until I’ve made you 
come over and over and over.” 


“Logan,” | breathe helplessly, but do nothing to stop him 
from continuing. It feels almost as though I can’t take any 
more, but | still want it. 


Suddenly, he pulls out of me and | gasp, feeling somewhat 
empty without him inside me. | look up to see why he’s 
stopped, but he simply scoops me up and turns me over, 
encouraging me on to my hands and knees. 


“| want to see you from this angle and appreciate each and 
every inch of you,” he says in a tone so gentle that it’s hard 
to believe he was slamming into me only moments ago. | 
can’t see what he’s doing, but | feel his tongue burrow 
between my legs after a few moments, sending shockwaves 
through my system. | gasp, bucking back against his face to 
encourage him closer to me. I’m a trembling mess, but | 
don’t want to stop for even a moment. 


He continues with his tongue for a while, and it feels so 
good, but | miss the sensation of him inside me. He seems to 
hear my thoughts because moments later, his tongue is 
replaced by his rock hard cock. He pushes inside me and | 
can’t help but scream in ecstasy. It just feels too good to 
keep quiet. | never expected to lose my virginity like this, 
fucked long and hard from behind, but | love it. The 
kinkiness | always knew was within me is coming out to play. 
Someday, | might have some romantic experience with 
Logan where we look one another in the eyes and confess 
our love while he enters me, but today is not that day. And 
that suits me just fine. 


His grip on me is hard and hot. I push up against him, 
allowing him deeper than before. | may not be able to see 
him, but he makes appreciative noises every now and then, 
so | guess he’s enjoying this as much as | am. And then 
suddenly, he begins to pant harder and | know it’s his turn 
to come. | clench myself around him and he cries out, 
releasing himself while still inside me. He almost collapses 
against me, panting hard with his hand still gripping my 
waist. Then, slowly, his spare hand moves to my clit from 
behind, his cock still inside me. He teases it gently for a few 
moments and that’s all it takes to make me climax one final 
time. As | collapse on the bed, he finally moves away from 
me, satisfied with how this has ended. 


| turn over so that | can see Logan’s face. He looks so good 
right now, his hair disheveled and his cheeks a little red. 
Catching me looking, he crawls on top of me and strokes my 
hair off my face. 


“Was that okay?” he asks gently. It’s so strange to hear him 
be so gentle after that, but | love that there are two sides to 
him. Just like there are two sides to me as well. | lean up to 
kiss his lips softly. 


“It was perfect,” | murmur. “I only wish we could do it all 
over again.” 


Logan laughs, shaking his head at me. “Another night, babe. 
We have plenty of time.” 


My heart is racing. Does that mean he plans to do this 
again? Does that mean he wants to keep seeing me? It feels 
needy to ask, especially considering this is technically only 
our first date, but | want to know. | guess | should trust my 
gut. And right now, it’s telling me that things are going 
pretty damn well. 


“Shall we have another glass of champagne?” Logan asks 
with a warm smile and a funny British accent that’s what | 
guess you would call posh... it matches the opulent room, no 
doubt. | can’t help smiling back... when he does it, it’s 
infectious. 


“| think that’s wise.” 
“You get yourself into bed. l'Il bring it to you.” 


| feel like a princess as he disappears into the bathroom to 
get me a glass of champagne, and | crawl under the covers. 
He’s treating me so well, and I’m not used to this, especially 
not with a guy other than my brother. Not to mention the 
way my brother treats me well is a whole different ball of 
wax, in a completely different context. This is something 
way, way different. 


| pull the covers up over my naked chest, feeling exposed 
now that it’s all over. Which is ridiculous, because | just 
literally gave Logan everything. My virginity, my body, my 
emotions. Him seeing me naked should never be a problem 


again. And yet, in the aftermath, | feel shy again. | guess it’s 
a little nerve-wracking, not knowing what’s coming next. 


But | shouldn’t be worrying. When Logan returns, still 
completely naked, he’s holding two glasses in his hands. My 
eyes drag over his toned torso to his huge cock. It’s hard to 
believe he was inside me only minutes ago. 


“My eyes are up here,” Logan teases as he hands me a glass. 
| blush. 


“I'm sorry-” 

“I'm just teasing you, babe. Relax. Take it easy.” 

| wish it was as easy as that. Logan slides into bed next to 
me and puts an arm around my shoulders, pulling me in 
closer to his chest. | snuggle into him, glad for the affection. 
It makes me feel more certain that this is real, and not just 
some amazing dream. He kisses my cheek and nudges his 
glass to clink against mine. 

“To us.” 


| can’t help, but smile, my chest filled with warmth. “To us.” 


CHAPTER 19 


Logan 


Perfection. That’s what | feel the moment I open my eyes 
this morning. I’m still riding the high of last night, and 
waking up next to my beautiful woman makes it feel even 
sweeter. | turn over lazily and see that Isabella is fast asleep. 
She’s lying on her back, her gorgeous lips parted slightly, 
her breathing soft. She looks so gorgeous as she sleeps. | 
want to wake her with a kiss so she can feel everything I’m 
feeling this morning, but she looks far too peaceful to 
disturb her. 


Besides, | still have a duty to do this morning. My heart sinks 
a little as | remember that | have to meet Maeve for coffee. | 
check the time. | still have fifteen minutes before | need to 
be there. | don’t bother getting up to shower. | only need a 
couple of minutes to walk there, so | soend as much time as 
possible just basking in Isabella’s glow, wondering how the 
hell | managed to get this amazingly beautiful girl, my girl, 
in my bed. 


Eventually, | know | have to get up and go, so I dress as 
quietly as possible and prepare to leave. Just in case Isabella 
wakes up and thinks I’ve run away, | leave a note telling her 
I’ve gone to grab us some coffee. I’m hoping she'll still be 
asleep by the time I get back... after all, | don’t plan to be 
gone for long... but | don’t want her to get the wrong idea. 
I’m sure she’s seen enough movies to assume I’ve run away 
if she wakes up and doesn't see me right there next to her. 
She’d immediately become insecure about us, as would 


make logical sense, and | don’t want to feed any doubts like 
that... at all, because | have no doubts about us and | don’t 
want her to have any either. The only doubt | have is in my 
own judgment making abilities, as I’m asking myself why | 
agreed to this damn meeting, at all, and at this most 
inopportune of times no less. 


Sighing to myself, | head to the elevator and head to the 
bottom floor. I’m really not in the mood for Maeve. She’s 
loud and boisterous, even at an early hour like this. In fact, 
especially at an hour like this. She is one of those people 
that is constantly awake, both a night owl and an early bird 
rolled into one. Plus, | would much rather be snuggled up in 
bed with Isabella. As | step out into the cool air | feel a tingle 
on my skin, as though Isabella’s dainty fingers are trailing 
down my arm. | keep her in mind as | walk to the coffee shop 
down the street. l'Il be back with her soon, and l'Il never 
have to see Maeve again. 


| can see her waiting for me in the window of the coffee 
shop. She already has a coffee and a pain au chocolat in 
front of her. It’s almost as though she is trying to remind me 
of all the good times we shared...shared as in past tense, 
where any and all memories of her will soon be relinquished 
to and forgotten forever. We used to eat breakfast in this 
coffee shop every morning before work, and her order was 
always the same. To be honest, we had a fair few nights in 
hotels as well, though none as special as last night with 
Isabella. 


She looks out of the window as I’m walking past and smiles 
at me. I’m suddenly reminded of why some guys might find 
her so attractive, although not me anymore. No way, no 
how, not in the slightest. She has green cat eyes, full lips, 
and shoulder length hair the color of dark chocolate. She 
has an easy smile and a lot of Irish charm. She’s even 


wearing green today, and it’s impossible to miss the fact 
that her top is low cut, showing off a lot of cleavage. She did 
it deliberately, I’m sure of it. If | Know one thing about 
Maeve, it’s that she is persistent, especially when it comes 
to my affections. She’s never made a secret of the fact that 
she wanted me, from the second | hired her to the moment | 
let her go. “You’re mine,” she used to whisper when we were 
fucking hard in her poky little apartment. | used to think it 
was just a kink of hers, to feel in control, but now | know 
better. And | know l'Il have to tread carefully in this meeting. 


| head inside the coffee shop and make a point of going to 
the bar instead of sitting down with her. | order two coffees 
to go. | want to make it clear to Maeve that I’m not sticking 
around, and I’m going back to someone else. I’m here simply 
for business, not for pleasure. 


| walk over to her table, trying not to look her in the eyes. 
She’s got this piercing stare, like she can look into your soul. 
She smiles almost smugly as I sit down opposite her, as 
though she thinks she has complete control of this situation. 


“Hey stranger,” she purrs. There was a time when her husky 
Irish accent turned me on like no one else could, but right 
now, she’s completely off-putting to me. | sigh, avoiding her 
gaze and look out of the window. Anything to avoid her 
eyes. 


“Are you going to tell me about this job reference, or what?” 
“Easy, tiger. Aren’t you going to ask me how | am?” 

| sigh. | Know I’m being rude to her at this point. It was me 
that broke her heart, according to her. | didn’t mean for 


feelings to get involved, but at the end of the day, they did. 
Now, the least I can do is be pleasant for ten minutes. 


“How are you, Maeve?” | ask compliantly. She gives mea 
satisfied grin, leaning back in her chair and flicking her dark 
hair over her shoulder. 


“Absolutely grand, Logan. In fact, I’m loving life without you. 
I’m getting good sex, partying all the time, climbing the 
career ladder...I’ve come a long way from being your 
assistant, darling.” 


| resist the urge to roll my eyes. So this is why she brought 
me here, to gloat about how well things are going now that 
I’m out of her life. | knew there had to be a catch to this 
meet-up. | force a smile. 


“Well I’m glad to hear it.” 


She smiles smugly. “Are you really? Because right now, it 
looks like someone has killed your cat.” 


“Honestly, | couldn’t be happier that you’ve moved on,” | say 
truthfully. She’s someone else’s problem now, at last. 


But my answer doesn’t seem to satisfy her. Her smile fades 
and now she’s glaring at me. Now it really does feel like old 
times, and not in any sort of good way. | can’t count the 
amount of times we ended up arguing because things didn’t 
go Maeve’s way. We never even got into a relationship and it 
was almost as though we were a married couple on the 
verge of divorce. So why the hell is she acting as though it’s 
a bad thing that | want her to move past this? Why can’t she 
just be happy with what she has, and with the fact we’re 
better off apart? 


Maeve leans in and takes a crumbly bite of her pain au 
chocolat. “Well, | guess you can get to writing my reference 


now,” she grumbles through a mouthful of her pastry. | 
chuckle to myself, shaking my head. 


“Aren’t you going to ask me how | am?” | say teasingly. The 
comment dredges up a smile on her face. 


“You haven’t changed a bit,” she murmurs thoughtfully, 
looking me up and down. “Still the same old cocky bastard 
that | fell in love with.” 


| shift uncomfortably. She always knows how to make a 
situation awkward. In fact, | sense she does it on purpose. 
She likes to see her men squirm before her, especially the 
lovers who jilted her. She licks a little chocolate off her 
finger, never looking away from me. 


“All part of your charm, of course,” she continues. “I like 
someone who thinks they’re more in control than me. It 
gives me a challenge.” 


She pushes a pad of paper and a pen in my direction for me 
to write the reference on. I’m glad for it...it gives me an 
excuse to look anywhere, but at her. | wish | was back in bed 
with Isabella, but at least this will soon be over. | start to 
write a generic reference, hoping it’ll be enough to satiate 
Maeve. 


But Maeve isn’t done winding me up. She leans further 
across the table, revealing more of her cleavage to me. Even 
though | don’t look, because I’m not interested at all, it’s 
clear she’s not wearing a bra, so | can see her erect nipples 
poking through her top. And still, I’m not even slightly 
tempted. | can still smell Isabella’s perfume on my skin, see 
her gorgeous eyes in my mind, recall how soft her skin was 
on mine. Why the hell would | swap that for anything, let 
alone a woman who I’ve been trying to shake off forever? 


Maeve clearly isn’t getting the response she wants from me. 
Her eyes turn dark with anger. “You never were man enough 
to handle me, but | guess | got a lucky escape, right?” she 
says coldly. “You never cared one bit about me, did you? | 
was just some fuck buddy to you. Well, no one gets to treat 
me that way. No woman wants a man who is going to lead 
her on.” 


“We're not having this conversation, Maeve. We're finished. 
It’s done.” 


“You might be done, but | am absolutely not. You don’t get to 
just walk away from me, Logan. I’m not that kind of girl. | 
always get what | want, in the end.” 


“And I’m not the kind of guy to say something just to please 
you,” | say coldly. “You’re contradicting yourself. Saying 
you’re glad to be rid of me, that | wasn’t good enough for 
you...and yet here you are, begging for me to come back.” 


“| don’t beg. Just be honest with me for once, Logan. Tell me 
what you’re thinking.” 


I’m thinking about last night. My cock hardens just thinking 
of Isabella beneath me, clutching at the sheets and yelling 
my name. I’m thinking that nothing can compare to that. 
But | don’t need to be cruel to Maeve. | need to be honest. 


“I’m not going to sit here and say | want you back, because 
it’s not true,” | tell her as calmly as I can. “Hell, we were 
never really together. I’m sorry if | ever gave you the 
impression that we’d go somewhere romantically, but to me, 
it was just a fling. You know I had a lot on my mind back 
then.” 


“Back then, your mind was on me,” Maeve points out. To be 
fair, she’s not wrong, really. Her hand snakes under the table 
and begins to rub my leg. “Don’t you remember the fun we 
had, Logan? | fuck better than anyone. You know I’m right. 
No one gives it to you as good as I do, do they?” 


| pull my leg away from her touch. “Enough,” | growl through 
gritted teeth. 


“You know it’s true. Remember that night on the balcony of 
that hotel? Remember when we snuck off in Central Park 
and fucked under the stars?” 


Maeve’s voice is getting louder and louder. Of course | 
remember those times, and they were great back then, but | 
don’t want to be reminded of them now. She’s almost manic, 
trying to get me to see everything we shared through rose 
tinted glasses. | shake my head at her, hoping she won’t 
draw more attention to us. 


“Look, those memories were great, but I’m seeing someone. | 
told you | had a date last night.” 


“Oh, So you were serious,” Maeve says, rolling her eyes. “| 
thought that was just an excuse you were giving to avoid 
me. That would be just typical of you.” 


| throw down Maeve’s pen on the table. I’ve just about had 
enough of this conversation. | know Maeve is trying to draw 
a fight out of me, but at this point, if she wants one, she’s 
damn well going to get it. 


“If I’m so fucking awful, why are you so determined to get 
me back? What happened to all that good sex, climbing the 
career ladder, whatever?” 


“None of it compares to you,” Maeve hisses, her eyes 
glimmering. “I’ve never met a man like you, Logan. | hate 
you for it, but you have my heart. You always will.” 


“You have to let me go, Maeve. I’m not interested in 
complicating things all over again.” 


“Where’s your sense of adventure? You never used to be 
afraid of taking a risk,” Maeve says gently. “It was you and 
me against the world. Don’t you miss those days? Don’t you 
want to go back and do it all over again?” 


| close my eyes. | wish there was a way of saying no without 
hurting her feelings. As crazy as she is, | don’t wish her any 
harm. | don’t want to break her heart again. It was bad 
enough the first time. It was such a mistake to come here, 
but now that I’m here, I’m just going to have to deal with it 
as well as | can. | reach for her hand. 


“Look, I’m sorry, Maeve. | know you’re still hurting. | know 
you're holding on to this, even though I wish you wouldn't. 
But | want you to be happy, and | will never be able to give 
you that feeling, because | don’t feel the way you want me 
to. Do you understand?” 


Maeve is quiet fora moment. For once, she has nothing to 
say. She glances down at my hand on hers and then back up 
to my face. 


“Maybe you need a reminder of what you’re missing,” she 
murmurs. And then she leans across the table, grabs my 
face and kisses me. 


CHAPTER 20 


Isabella 


Waking up to find Logan gone rings all sorts of alarm bells in 
my brain. | sit up sharply in this fancy hotel room and 
question where the hell he could be. | get out of bed, a little 
dizzy from my hangover and with sleep still clinging to me. | 
frantically grab at items of clothing, dressing quickly so that 
| can ring him and see where he’s gone. 


But then I spot the note on the bedside table. | grab it 
quickly with my heart pounding. I’m expecting it to say 
something cryptic like I’m sorry or something came up. I’ve 
seen a lot of movies, and | Know that when a guy walks away 
from a hotel, he doesn’t tend to come back. But I’m 
pleasantly surprised to see that the note says he’s gone to 
get us coffee. | sigh, shaking my head at myself. It says a lot 
about me that | don’t trust Logan. It says that I’m untrusting, 
though without reason. It says that I’m expecting the worst 
from him, when he’s been nothing, but good to me so far. 
After all, he is going to get me coffee. No one has ever done 
that for me before. 


| slip on my shoes and decide to go and find him, anyway. 
Now that I’m dressed, | don’t feel like getting back into bed. 
If he’s only popping out for coffee, then he can’t have left 
long ago, anyway. I’m sure we'll run across each other. 


| search for nearby coffee places, and find the closest one. It 
looks a little shabby so | look for one with better reviews, 
knowing Logan will only settle for the best. With a smile, | 


head for the elevator, feeling like today is going to bea 
good day. 


| head for the coffee shop with a spring in my step. But as 
I’m walking, | spot something that makes my heart sink. I’d 
know the back of Logan’s head anywhere and he’s sitting in 
the window of the coffee place with his back to me. The 
problem is, he’s not alone. 


The woman sitting opposite him is impossibly beautiful. 
She’s also wearing a pretty revealing top, leaning toward 
him to show off her assets. My heart is thudding in my chest. 
| tell myself not to overreact. After all, he’s perfectly entitled 
to have breakfast with whoever he wants. It doesn’t mean 
it’s a romantic thing. 


But my heart sinks further as | watch him reach out for her 
hand. | can barely believe what I’m seeing. After everything 
he said to me last night, would he really throw what we have 
away so readily? | guess it’s looking that way right now. 


And the way she’s looking at him...she doesn’t look 
particularly happy, but she’s looking at him with so much 
love in her eyes. Does she love him? Is this some past lover 
that he’s failed to mention to me? Or worse still, a current 
one who he has been lying about? 


I’m willing to forgive and forget him touching another 
woman’s hand, if he can explain to me exactly what’s 
happening, and why he lied to me. | guess | can move past 
that. But when | watch her say something, lean in and kiss 
Logan, | know I’m not willing to forgive this act of betrayal at 
all. 


| storm into the cafe, not Knowing what I’m about to do. | 
want to confront him, but | have no idea what to say. As he’s 


pulling away from the beautiful stranger he stands up, 
spotting me walking toward him. I’m fuming, feeling like a 
completely different person. I’ve never felt anger like this. 
All he had to do was not let me down. All he had to do was 
stay faithful. If he didn’t want me, he should have said so. 
And now I’m standing right in front of him, wondering how | 
could ever trust a snake like him with my heart. 


“| can explain,” he says desperately. His eyes seem so 
sincere. | had no idea a man could be such a good actor. | 
shake my head, tears streaming down my cheeks. 


“Like hell you can,” | say, trembling. | spot a glass of water 
on the table next to me and pick it up. With shaking hands, | 
throw the contents over Logan and then storm out of the 
cafe. | refuse to look back. But one thing is for sure - | never 
want to see him again... my boss, my brother’s best friend, 
my first lover. 


My biggest betrayer. 


| storm down the street. | can hear him calling my name as 
he tries to chase me down, but | weave through people with 
ease. He won’t catch up to me when l'm trying so hard to get 
away from him. | don’t want that scumbag within a hundred 
miles of me. 


| manage to hail down a cab and I get in as quickly as | can, 
offering the driver my address. Then | allow myself to quietly 
break down in the back of the car, weeping over the loss of 
my innocence. | was so ready to believe that | had found 
everything | was looking for, that | forgot to be scared of the 
consequences of trusting someone too readily. | should have 
listened to my brother when he warned me about Logan and 
his intentions. What did he plan to do? Just abandon me and 
never speak of last night again? Did he think I'd still be 


willing to wait on hand and foot to please him after he hurt 
me without a second thought? Absolutely not. From now on, 
the only man | will ever trust is Joshua. He’s the only one 
that has never let me down. He might be overprotective, and 
sometimes he can seem harsh, but at least he has my best 
intentions at heart. The same can’t be said for Logan. 


When the cab pulls up outside my apartment, | rush inside, 
trying to hold back my tears. But it’s no use. The second | 
get inside | break down entirely, sobbing loudly to myself. 
How has the best night of my life turned into such a 
disaster? Now, I’m heartbroken and alone, feeling like an 
absolute fool. | guess this was a lesson | needed to learn, but 
it hurts all the same, and | feel like it’s going to take a long 
time before | smile again. 


While I’m sitting there feeling sorry for myself, | hear my 
phone buzz. I’m half expecting it to be Logan trying to 
grovel, but he hasn’t even bothered trying. Maybe he knows 
me well enough to know that | won’t respond. | honestly just 
want to be left alone. But it’s not him. It’s my brother, and 
somehow that’s worse. 


Good morning. Coffee? 

My face turns like a corkscrew at his offer. Coffee is the last 
thing | want after this morning’s ordeal. Besides, my brother 
isn’t exactly at the top of my list of favorite people right now 
either. As much as he was trying to look out for me, | still feel 
a little frosty toward him for his controlling behavior. 

Not today. Not feeling well. 

| take it your work night out didn’t go well? 


Something like that, yeah. 


All right, I’m coming over with soup. It’s the cure for 
anything. 


A cure for anything? Even a broken heart? | don’t think so. | 
sigh. | really don’t want to see anyone right now. My eyes are 
puffy from crying, and | feel an ache in my chest. | don’t 
want Joshua to see me like this. He will start asking 
questions that | don’t want to answer. 


Please stay at home, Joshua. | want to be on my own. 
I’m on my way. 


| throw my phone down in frustration. Why is it that no one 
listens to me? First, | told Logan what | wanted from him and 
he threw it back in my face. Now, Joshua is completely 
disregarding me, just so that he can play the hero older 
brother. I’m so sick of these men trying to control my life and 
messing it up for me. Everything was going just fine before 
Logan and | got involved. | was so much better off when | 
was just craving him. Because now that I’ve had him and 
he’s let me down, | know l'Il be aching for him for a long 
time. 


Joshua lets himself into my apartment without even 
knocking half an hour later and | sit up, angrily wiping my 
eyes. He narrows his eyes at me. 

“Have you been crying?” 

“Hello to you too.” 

He shakes his head, dumping a bag of groceries on my 


kitchen counter. “Someone woke up on the wrong side of 
bed. I’m going to pour you a bowl of soup.” 


“| don’t want any soup,” | mutter. “You’d know that if you 
ever listened to me.” 


“What are you talking about?” 
“I asked you not to come.” 


“And | came anyway because | can tell when something isn’t 
right with my sister.” 


“How valiant of you,” | say, rolling my eyes. Joshua’s head 
snaps up at my comment. 


“What’s with you, Isabella? You haven’t been yourself lately. 
Explain yourself.” 


| stand up shakily. “I don’t have to explain myself to you at 
all. And I'd like you to leave now.” 


He blinks at me, trying to figure out if I’m joking. “You’re not 
serious.” 


“lam completely serious.” 

“| just got here! | drove from the other side of the city.” 

“| didn’t ask you to,” | hiss. “Why do you have to be so damn 
difficult all the time? Just leave me be. | don’t want to talk to 
you.” 

“|zzy...come on. I’m your brother. You can talk to me.” 

“ĮI can talk all | want. It doesn't mean you'll listen. | swear, 


you just take being my brother as an opportunity to bea 
Good Samaritan. You don’t really care about me,” | shriek. | 


know as soon as the words leave my mouth that I’ve made a 
mistake. I’m being a brat, coming up with all sorts of 
insulting things that | don’t mean. | can see from Joshua’s 
expression that I’ve hurt him. He takes a step back as 
though I have physically pushed him. He’s even quieter than 
usual and his eyes are ice cold. His gaze drops to the floor. 


“You know, | really thought you understood me better than 
that,” Joshua says. His voice is barely a whisper, but | don’t 
miss a single word. “I practically raised you. You’re more 
than a sister to me. You’re my best friend. 
Nowadays...nowadays, you’re my only friend.” His eyes 
solemnly raise to meet mine. “I never want to tell you that | 
feel lonely, or that I’m struggling. Because it’s always been 
my job to support you. Never the other way around. All | 
wanted in return was some gratitude. A friendship that | can 
be proud of. And you've just thrown it all back in my face.” 


“Joshua...| didn’t mean anything | just said...” 


“You seemed pretty damn serious,” Joshua snapped. “I could 
handle it when Dad got put away. | could handle losing 
Logan as a friend...because | thought | had you. But as it 
turns out, you think I’m just ticking items off my checklist 
every time | come and see you. Is seeing me that much of a 
chore that you feel that way?” 


“Of course not. | just-” 

“Yeah, | heard you the first time. You want to be alone. Got 
it,” Joshua snaps. He leaves the groceries on the counter, 
glancing back at me with a cold expression as he heads to 
the door. 


“| won’t come around again.” 


| stumble toward him, but he’s already leaving, closing the 
door with a slam behind him. | break down once again, 
falling to my knees by the door. In one morning, | have 
managed to let all of my relationships fall apart. Now, I’m 
left with no one, but myself. And right now, loneliness has 
never felt so strong. 


CHAPTER 21 


Logan 


Soaking wet in the middle of the street, | watch as Isabella 
runs away. | know | won’t catch her when she doesn’t want 
to be caught. | can’t believe the girl of my dreams is literally 
running away from me, and there’s nothing I can do to stop 
it. 


This is such a mess. Will she tell Joshua about what she 
thought she saw? Will she come back to work? Will rumors 
start to spread through the office if she does? Those things 
shouldn’t matter to me, but they do. If I’m going to lose 
Isabella, | want to cling to what little | have left. My 
friendship with Joshua is one saving grace, and my job is 
another. But even if Isabella stays quiet and puts the whole 
thing to bed, | still won’t feel close to okay. | want her back. | 
want to tell her that everything she saw was wrong. It wasn’t 
my fault, for once. For once, | was trying to do the right 
thing. 


| have to head back to the hotel and clear my head. | start 
walking back in the right direction, but Maeve intercepts me 
on her way out of the coffee shop. She’s practically running 
to keep up with me. 


“So I’m guessing that’s your lucky lady?” Maeve says 
smugly, feeling pretty damn satisfied with the trouble she 
has caused, clearly. | take a deep breath, trying to stop 
myself from saying something | might regret. I’ve already 
caused enough issues without making it any worse. 


“Go home, Maeve. | don’t want to speak to you.” 


“Someone’s grouchy,” she says, raising an eyebrow at me. 
“What’s the big deal, anyway? A date means nothing. It’s 
not like you’re married.” 


| turn to her in anger. “Well maybe if you stopped and 
listened, you’d realize that | actually really like this girl. | 
have for a long time. You’ve just ruined everything between 
us. So thanks a lot.” 


“Oh cry me a river,” she snaps back. She’s drawing attention 
from people around us, but Maeve probably doesn’t care. 
She never does. “You didn’t care when you broke my heart, 
right? So excuse me if | don’t care about your hurt feelings.” 


| laugh without humor. “And you claim to care about me. 
You're messed up, Maeve. | tried to be patient with you, but | 
really can’t stomach your bullshit anymore. I’m walking 
away.” 


As | storm off down the street, onlookers are watching me, 
eagle eyed and amused by some petty drama. | even catch 
one person trying to film the incident, and | walk faster, 
knowing that if I’m recognized, it could cause a scandal for 
my business. Maeve is shouting at me from down the street, 
hurling insults left, right and center. | couldn’t be more 
relieved when | reach the hotel and head inside, out of the 
way of further drama. 


Back in the room, | allow myself to be overwhelmed by it all. 
| put my head in my hands, shaking my head at myself. How 
could | be so stupid? | should have known that Maeve would 
do something like this. | just hadn’t expected a witness, 
least of all Isabella. She’s completely misread the scenario, 


but she won’t want to listen to my excuses. She’s just going 
to assume the worst of me, like everyone does. 


It’s always the same. My reputation precedes me. It’s the 
reason Joshua never trusted me with his sister in the first 
place. But what he doesn’t understand is that people 
change. Back when I was sleeping around, | only did it to try 
and fill the empty hole left in my heart from my parents 
death. | just wanted to feel something other than the 
overwhelming misery. That was something I never admitted 
to anyone, but Isabella...she was different. It felt...in the 
short time we spent together... like she really cared about 
me. And now I’ve lost her as well just because Maeve doesn't 
want to let me go. 


| wish | could just rewind to this morning and stay in bed like 
| wanted and had planned. | wish | could go back to 
yesterday and tell Maeve to fuck off, the way she deserved. | 
don’t care if | hurt her anymore...she intentionally 
sabotaged the first real thing I’ve had in a long time, and the 
first real thing ever with a woman, the woman of my dreams 
no less. If that’s not cruelty, | don’t know what is. 


| get out my phone and stare at it for a long time, debating 
calling Isabella. Will she see me ringing her as me fighting 
for her, or will she assume | want to grovel about something 
that was my fault? | just want to see her, to reassure her, to 
explain my side of the story, but | Know exactly how it looks. 
It’s not fair, but | made my bed the moment | decided to 
have coffee with Maeve. Now, | have to accept the 
consequences of my decisions. 


| lie back on the bed and close my eyes. There’s nothing | 
can do now, but wait and see how things play out... but I’m 
still going to find a way to make this work. | refuse to let my 


woman, my Isabella, walk out of my life, and / wi// make her 
mine. 


CHAPTER 22 


Isabella 


Is he thinking of me? Is he worried about how I’m handling 
things? Does he have his phone in his hand too, debating 
whether to call me up? Probably not. If he called right now, 
I’m not sure | would even bother picking up. But for the sake 
of my aching heart, | have to believe he has me on his mind. 


It hurts so much, knowing he would kiss another woman. | 
know | don’t have the right to be angry, in one sense. He 
doesn’t belong to me. We’ve only spent one full day 
together, really. At least in a romantic sense, that is. But | 
thought he was better than this. Even though he’s 
handsome, intelligent and funny, the kind of guy who could 
have anyone, I’ve never seen him as a player, really. Even 
from the stories Joshua told me, | didn’t think he was the 
man everyone assumed he was. But seeing him kissing that 
girl really felt like a wake up call. How can I claim to know a 
man just because | let him touch me? How can | think | have 
a romantic connection with someone when even his best 
friend doubts him? | try to believe the best in people, 
despite everything | have been through. Even though Daddy 
was a crook and I’ve seen people cheat and lie a million 
times, | still wanted to believe there’s good in the world. 


| guess | was wrong. 
Now that I’ve calmed down a little, | pick at the groceries 


that Joshua left for me. My heart fills with guilt as | heat up 
the soup he brought for me. He was trying to be nice and | 


just threw it back in his face completely. | want to call him 
too, but | know he’s in his cooling off period. | think we'll be 
okay eventually. We’re siblings, after all, and our bond 
should be able to take a beating, not that | want it to, and 
then bounce back. But it doesn’t stop me from feeling 
horrible about the things | said. That’s so unlike me. It looks 
like Logan has brought out the very worst in me. 


My phone is silent all day. | sigh. It’s Sunday tomorrow, so | 
have some time to think about what | want to do, but | really 
don’t want to go back to the office. After everything Logan 
has done to me, serving him coffee and taking his calls is 
the last thing | want to do. | don’t want to see him. | don’t 
even want to hear him on the other end of a phone. So how 
the hell am | supposed to continue working for him? 


| know that time heals everything, but not when you keep 
the wound open. I’m not sure | can go into the office every 
day and be reminded of how much he’s hurt me. | don’t 
think | can bear to watch him move on. | imagine the girl 
from the coffee shop turning up each day after work to pick 
him up. | imagine them kissing right in front of me, walking 
off together and giggling about the dumb assistant who fell 
for his dirty tricks. | feel tears spring to my eyes. | wasn’t 
ready to feel this hurt. | let my guard down far too quickly 
and now I can’t escape the emotions he’s dragging out of 
me. 


It would be so much easier if he would just fire me. If he 
asked me to leave, | would in a heartbeat. But something 
tells me that Logan isn’t the type to just give up. If I stay, lIl 
go insane. | don’t want this to be any harder than it has to 
be. So perhaps Monday is the day l'Il hand my notice in. | 
could get a new job easily. It doesn’t have to be the biggest 
disaster in the world. 


So why does it feel as though it is? 


CHAPTER 23 


Logan 


It’s the end of the longest, most excruciating weekend of my 
life. Monday has Officially arrived, and | have to face what 
happened one way or another. If Isabella doesn’t show up, 
then | might never get a chance to speak to her about what 
happened. If she does show up, there are a million things 
that could go wrong. She might tell everyone in the office 
what | did and sabotage me. She might tell me that she 
wants to quit. But the worst-case scenario | can think of is if 
she just pretends nothing happened. If she cares so little 
about it that she can pretend that she’s not as hurt by this 
as | am, then | think it might kill me. 


| guess l'Il just have to wait and see. | sit in my office, 
waiting impatiently. | barely slept a wink last night. | stayed 
up all night, thinking of how to get Isabella back and waiting 
for morning to come. | thought over my actions a million 
times, wishing | could turn back the clock. But every second 
of worrying has led to right now. Because when | hear the 
delicate knock on my office door, | Know she has come to see 
me. 


| feel sick as | get up to open the door. | don’t want to just 
call her inside. It feels wrong now. She’s so much more to me 
than my assistant, so l'Il no longer treat her as one. When | 
open the door, there she stands, missing that trademark 
smile that | love so much and completely solemn. She sighs 
at the sight of me and averts her eyes. 


“Can | come in?” 


“Of course you can,” | tell her gently, stepping aside to let 
her in. She barrels past me, more confident in her actions 
than | have ever seen her. It just goes to show how pissed off 
she is with me. | close the door behind me and lean against 
it, watching her dump her work bag and swivel around to 
face me. 


“| wasn’t going to say anything, but I’m not sure | can help 
it,” she says, quivering in front of me. “I just think what you 
did...l’ve never been so angry at a person. | don’t know if | 
have a right to feel that way after such a short time, but I’m 
just trying to be honest. And | wish you could have done the 
same for me.” 


| sigh, closing my eyes. “It really wasn’t what it looked like. 
You need to listen to me.” 


“| don’t need to do anything you ask of me anymore,” she 
snaps. “I’m here to hand in my resignation. I’m not here to 
make amends, or to listen to pathetic excuses. I’m tired of 
being taken for a fool, so don’t mock me any further. Just let 
me go.” 


| take a tentative step toward her. “What you saw...if you had 
heard the conversation, you would see that nothing was as it 
seemed. The woman you saw was Maeve...she was my 
assistant before you.” 


Isabella’s eyes flash with anger. “Oh, so I’m just one in a line 
of many? You mess us around emotionally and then you just 
let us go? Is that how it is?” 


“No,” | say firmly. “Listen to me, or we're just going to keep 
going around in circles. When my parents died...Maeve was 


there for me. | wasn’t thinking straight and | allowed things 
to...orogress. But we were never in a relationship. It was 
never a relationship. Just sex.” 


“And you thought you’d give me a pop as well, did you?” 
Isabella says. She wraps her arms around herself 
protectively. “Well, I’m not that type of girl.” 


“I know. I’m trying to tell you that this is different. | really 
care about you, Isabella. More than anyone else in my life.” 


“Your words mean nothing to me. You lied that morning.” 


| throw my hands up in frustration. None of this is Isabella’s 
fault, but it’s hard to talk to her when she’s not open to 
listening. | don’t know how to make her see my side of the 
story more clearly. | didn’t expect our conversation to go 
well, but | thought she might be open to hearing what I have 
to Say. 


“Isabella...if you don’t want to listen, then | completely 
understand. What you saw...if | saw it from your position, I'd 
be beyond hurt. | would walk away and never come back. 
But I think if you were to give me a chance to explain, you 
might not want to leave.” 


Isabella shifts uncomfortably. After her outburst, | guess she 
feels as though she really should leave. But | don’t want her 
to do that. | want her to know that there’s still a chance. | 
think she wants to believe it too because she doesn’t try and 
storm out. She’s still in a defensive stance, but she finally 
looks me in the eye. 


“Okay. l'Il listen.” 


| sigh thankfully, but the pressure is building. | only have 
one chance to get this right. | can’t afford to lose her. 


“Okay...let me start at the beginning.” 


CHAPTER 24 


Isabella 


| can’t believe I’m still here. | fully intended to storm into 
Logan’s office, hand in my resignation notice and be out like 
a shot. And yet here | am, watching him leaning against his 
office door, looking so damn sexy that | feel ready to forgive 
him for anything. But | keep my arms folded and my back 
straight. | have the power here and he had better learn that. 
Because | refuse to take any bullshit. 


“Go on then,” | prompt him. He takes a deep breath. He 
looks tired, and | can’t help feeling glad. | hope he lost sleep 
over this. | know | did. 


“Maeve and | haven’t spoken in a long time. After | told her 
that | didn’t share feelings for her, she left here and | said it 
was best that we didn’t see one another again. Given the 
fact that she was my assistant...well, you know it’s 
sensitive.” 


“Damn right | do,” | mutter. 


“Well, | did my best to keep her at arm’s length. Honestly, | 
didn’t miss her at all. She wasn’t in my life for very 
long...maybe six months, tops. And yes, things heated up in 
that time, but | didn’t fall for her at all. | didn’t even like her 
half the time...she was prone to mood swings, she got angry 
over the smallest things, she had very little respect for me, 
even just as a person. Long after she left the job, she kept 
trying to text me, so | told her that if she tried again, | would 
block her number. After that, the texts stopped.” 


“So if that’s true, why the hell were you with her on 
Saturday?” 


Logan throws his arms up in frustration. “She texted me out 
of the blue, asking for a job reference. | felt like | owed it to 
her... after all, | was the reason she lost her job. She was a 
good assistant, | would never have wished her to be 
jobless...but she was just using it as an excuse to meet up 
and cause trouble all over again.” 


| shake my head at him. “No. Not good enough. None of that 
explains why you were holding her hand. Don’t you think 
that was a little inappropriate? And then to let her kiss 
you...” 


Logan takes a step closer to me. “I was trying to comfort her. 
| didn’t want to cause a scene, and she was getting angry. 
She kept claiming that | broke her heart. And | don’t 
know...maybe | did. It’s hard knowing someone doesn’t feel 
the same about you, right? So I reached out...I just wanted 
to show her that I’m not a monster. But she ignored the 
words coming out of my mouth. | was telling her about you. | 
was telling her how happy you make me, even though we 
haven't been seeing each other long...” 


My heart is thudding hard against my chest. Damn, he’s 
good. He knows exactly how to wrap me around his little 
finger. | can’t be fooled by this speech...can |? 


But he seems so sincere. He seems so genuinely bothered by 
the whole thing that it’s hard to fault him. He takes another 
step closer to me, but I back up. I’m not ready to let him be 
this close to me. If | do, l'Il run to him and forgive everything 
too readily. He stops short of me and sighs. 


“I tried to tell her that | don’t feel that way about her...that | 
never did...but she thought | had forgotten the spark we felt 
between us. She thought if she kissed me, I’d remember. 
And that’s what you saw. The moment when she leaned in 
and forced a kiss on me. If you hadn’t walked in when you 
did, you would have heard me telling her to cut it out. It 
meant nothing to me. All | want is to rewind time, to get her 
out of my life completely...” Logan runs a hand through his 
hair, looking concerned. “Look...| messed up the second | 
even replied to her. | was going to hand her a reference and 
be out of there within ten minutes. | had a coffee | bought 
for you right by my side. You were on my mind the entire 
time.” 


Do | believe him? I’m not sure, but | want to. Logan’s eyes 
are full of sadness as he steps closer yet again. 


“Isabella...you’re everything to me. I know it’s too soon to 
put a label on things, to make this a big deal...but | want a 
future with you. | want you to be mine. If you can forgive 
me...then maybe we can start over.” 


I’m breathing hard, unnerved by how close to me heis. | 
want to reach out and touch his hard abs. | want to feel him 
inside me like the night he took me. | want to look in his 
eyes and know that I can trust him. But everything | 
believed has been broken down, and now l'm not sure what 
to trust - my head or my heart. 


| swallow hard. This isn’t going to be an easy decision. Do | 
take a step back or take a risk with Logan? He’s looking at 
me with such sad eyes that | have to look away. | don’t want 
him to influence what I’m thinking right now. 


| come to a decision. A kind of compromise with my own 
feelings. | look up at Logan and try not to blush when my 


eyes meet his. | have to stay in control of my emotions and 
my decisions, no matter how handsome he is. 


“You have one last chance,” | tell him firmly. “If you can 
prove to me that you made a mistake and that you’re 
actually worth my time...then I’m willing to give this a go. 
But if you mess up one more time...I’m out. | don’t have time 
to have my heart played by a man like you, or any man for 
that matter.” 


Logan breathes a sigh of relief, leaning his forehead against 
mine. “I’m going to show you that I’m the man you want me 
to be. | promise.” 


CHAPTER 25 


Logan 


It’s time to do some serious making up to my girl. I’m so glad 
that Isabella has given me another chance, but | can’t help 
being unnerved by the pressure that’s been put on me. 
She’s told me to come over to her apartment this evening 
and show her how sorry | am, so | really need to pull it out of 
the bag. 


But | can’t just do what | would do with any other girl. 
Usually, | would shower someone in gifts to show them | 
care, but | know she’s not a materialistic girl. All of the 
flowers, stuffed animals and chocolates in the world 
wouldn’t make her feel better, especially considering how 
much money | make. No, whatever I do has to be personal. It 
has to come from the heart. And that’s why I’ve spent the 
last half hour in the store trying to gather ingredients that 
are listed on an online recipe. 


I’m going to bake her a cake. 


I’ve never baked in my life, but what shows love and 
affection better than a homemade gift? l'Il never be an 
artist, and | wouldn’t even want to try. | can’t play an 
instrument, so writing her a song is out of the question, and 
way too cheesy. But how hard can it be to follow a recipe? 
It’ll show that I’ve made some effort, and if I’m successful, 
it’ll go well with a glass of red wine. I’m no expert, but it kind 
of seems like it won’t be hard. | know her favorite cake is 


chocolate so | find everything | need and I’m head back to 
my apartment as fast as | can. 


| fish out some old cooking equipment that | took from my 
parents when they passed away. My Dad used to bake a lot. | 
wish | had let him teach me how, but | feel like he’d approve 
if he saw me now. Besides, | can only do my best. 


But it becomes evident quickly that I’m not a natural born 
cook. | certainly haven’t inherited my Dad’s skills. | drop one 
of my eggs straight away, and | keep getting bits of shell in 
the bowl each time | crack one. When | try to use the whisk, | 
get ingredients everywhere and have to start almost all the 
way over again. This feels like a disaster already, but | can’t 
show up empty handed. | shove the cake in the oven as soon 
as | can and start on the icing. 

The recipe tells me | have twenty minutes, so! grab a 
shower and get dressed in my best shirt. | want to look good 
for Isabella. But when | enter the kitchen, my heart sinks at 
the smell of something burning. 

| fish the cake out of the oven and find nothing, but a hard, 
flat something-or-other at the bottom of the tin. Horrified, | 
almost burn my fingers trying to get it out of the tin. There’s 
nothing | can salvage here. Hastily, | try and spread icing 
over the top to cover the damage, but it quickly turns to 
goo. | stare at the mess in dismay. It’s time for me to head 
out to her apartment. | shove it in a box and leave my 
penthouse, praying that my idiocy won’t be a make or break 
deal for the pair of us. 

| show up at her apartment, the cake still warm in the box 
and my hands shaking. At least | still have the wine. Feeling 
sick with nerves, | knock on her door and wait. When she 
opens the door, her face is hard and unwelcoming. She 
glances down at the box I’m holding, raising an eyebrow. 

“A gift?” 

“Well... tried to do a thing...” 


Isabella opens the box with an unimpressed look. As she 
peers inside, I’m almost certain I’ve lost her for good. I’m 
trying to make up with her, and instead, I’m standing in her 
doorway, handing her the worst cake ever made. She looks 
up at me, her face completely straight, and | prepare myself 
for the absolute worst. 

And then, she bursts out laughing. 


CHAPTER 26 


Isabella 


It’s impossible not to laugh. As nice as Logan’s intentions 
might have been, the state of the cake he’s brought is 
horrendous. It looks like a child made it. And looking up and 
seeing Logan’s face droop only makes me laugh even more. 
He must be feeling pretty sorry for himself, especially after | 
gave him such a hard time, but | can’t help it. | haven’t 
laughed like this in a while. 

When I eventually compose myself, Logan runs a hand 
through his hair, his cheeks flushed. I’ve never seen him like 
this... bashful and shy. | shake my head at him with an 
amused sigh. 

“Oh, Logan. Come on in. Let’s put that cake out of the way 
somewhere...” 

Logan sheepishly enters the apartment and | take the box 
from him, putting it on the kitchen counter, out of sight and 
out of mind. Logan stands in the middle of my apartment, 
not really knowing what to do with himself. | guess he’s not 
sure if he’s really welcome here. | gave him a hard time 
earlier, and now I’ve just laughed in his face. But to be 
honest, after what he put me through, | don’t have too much 
sympathy. Not that that means | don’t want to give hima 
second chance. 

“Drink?” | ask him. He puts his hands in his pockets, 
shrugging awkwardly. 

“Whatever you’re having...” 

| pour out two glasses of red wine, trying to ignore the 
silence that has settled between us. | guess it’s going to take 
a little bit of work to fix us. After all, a lot of accusations were 


thrown around, and I’m still not over what | saw at the coffee 
shop, even if it wasn’t his fault. | don’t want to be competing 
with some girl that used to be his assistant as well. I’m not 
even sure what I’m competing for, considering that Logan 
and | haven't discussed where this might be going. If he 
asked me what | wanted, | would tell him that | want love. | 
want passion. | want a man that only has eyes for me and 
treats me like a princess. | want someone who makes me feel 
the way that Logan does...strong, confident, sure of myself. 
But has that illusion been shattered after the kiss | saw? Or 
can he still bring those feelings out of me again? 

My question is answered when I cross the room to hand 
Logan a glass. Our hands brush and | feel a shock of 
electricity pass between us. Our eyes meet and | take a deep 
breath, entranced by his beautiful face. | want to reach out 
and touch his gorgeous features, but it’s too soon. | don’t 
want him to think that he gets off lightly from what he did. 
He’s going to have to work a little harder to get me back. 


| clear my throat and move over to the couch to sit down. 
Logan follows my lead, smiling a little to himself. He seems 
to think he’s not in the doghouse anymore, clearly. To let him 
know that’s absolutely not the case, | fix him a cold stare. 


“So,” | say. “What’s with the cake?” 


Logan’s smile is wiped right off his face. “Well... thought it 
was a nice gesture. | tried my best, | swear. | guess I’m not 
much of a cook though...” 


“You can say that again...” | murmur, casting a glance over 
to the box on the counter. | feel a little bad, grilling Logan 
like this, but I feel like it’s necessary. 


Logan clearly isn’t enjoying it, though. He’s used to being in 
charge of any situation. | guess that’s what comes from 


being the boss of a huge company. But right now, | have the 
control, and | don’t plan on letting it go. Logan shuffles a 
little closer to me, but | keep my head up high, not giving 
anything away. 


“Look, Isabella...l’m happy to work hard to get you back. But 
| need to know you are open to the idea of being with me...if 
we can’t move past this, then what’s the point at all?” he 
asks. His eyes are sad and wide, making me feel a little 
guilty. “I used to be the kind of man who played the field, 
but that’s not me anymore. | like you...a /ot..and | don’t 
want to be with anyone else. | want you to be mine, and only 
mine.” 


| hold my breath. It’s hard to keep myself under control 
when he says such tempting things. He’s close enough that | 
could kiss him and trust me, it’s tempting. It’s no wonder he 
has all the women he knows throwing themselves at him 
left, right and center when he looks so hot all the damn 
time. | swallow. | need to say something, anything. 


“Well...if that’s what you want, then why don’t you tell me 
exactly what’s on your mind?” 


Logan looks a little intimidated by the question. Asking a 
man to share his feelings is always a recipe for disaster, 
especially when they’re used to keeping their thoughts to 
themselves. Logan takes a deep breath. 


“Okay...I’Il tell you what I’m thinking. I’m thinking that I’ve 
never had a connection with someone the way | do with you. 
I’m thinking that I’ve never wanted someone so badly - 
mind, body and soul. I’m thinking that it’s crazy how hard 
and fast I’ve fallen for you, and how hard I’m willing to fight 
to save this.” 


My heart is racing. He sure knows how to Say all the right 
things. He runs a hand through his hair, shaking his head to 
himself. 


“You don’t get it, Isabella ...with anyone else, this situation 
would never have played out. If | was dating Maeve and she 
caught me kissing you...! would have just let her believe 
that I’m a cheat, even though I’m not. It wouldn’t have been 
worth chasing her down. | would have just let my reputation 
take a dent. But with you, | Know it’s worth asking for 
another chance. Because it actually means something to 
me. You mean something to me...a lot.” 


“But for how long?” | ask. “How long before you get bored of 
me, like you did with all of the other girls?” 


Logan reaches out tentatively to tuck a strand of my hair 
behind my ear. 


“| would never get bored of you,” he insists. “I don’t think 
you realize how long I've waited for this. From the moment | 
saw you for the first time, | wanted you. And | held off for so 
long, Knowing your brother would hate me for even thinking 
about you. But now that | have you within my reach... can’t 
let you go again, Isabella. | don’t know what | would do if 
you walked away from me.” 


“| have every right to do that,” | say, but my voice isn’t 
convincing. He knows he has me within his grasp now. He 
moves in even closer to me. 


“I know you do,” he whispers. “But you’re not going to, are 
you? Because you feel exactly the same. You want me as 
much as I want you. | see it in the way you look at me. And 
the fact is...if you didn’t want me, you wouldn’t have cared 
about what happened in the coffee shop. You would have 


just walked away from me then and never come back. But 
you care...l Know you do.” 


He’s got me there. Maybe I’m not as in charge of this 
situation as | think | am. Perhaps I’m handing the control 
over without meaning to. Logan tends to have that effect on 
me - I’m not ever the same when I’m around him. The 
second | look in his eyes, | know I’ve lost the battle. His arm 
is leaning on the back of the sofa and his fingers lazily trace 
over the side of my neck, sending shivers down my spine. 


“We talk about things together that I’ve never told another 
soul,” he whispers. “You make me smile like no other person 
ever has. And | know a connection like this is rare...so I’m 
not willing to give up. I’ve waited for a year to have an 
opportunity with you, but I’ve waited my entire life to feel 
this way at all. Take all the time you want...but | always get 
what | want eventually. So you can make me play the 
waiting game...or we can cut to the chase and both have 
what we’re truly craving. Right now.” 


Our lips seem to be closer together than before, as though a 
magnetic force has brought them together. And before | can 
protest, our lips are crashing together. We abandon our 
glasses of wine on the table to wrap our arms around one 
another. It feels like a relief to have our lips back together, to 
have his hands wandering over my skin. I’ve been holding 
my breath this whole time, waiting for this moment to 
unfold. Now that it’s really happening. | move so that I’m 
straddling his lap, my hands cupping his face. | never want 
to let go. | want him to be mine forever, through thick and 
thin. It’s far too soon to be feeling like this, but | couldn’t 
care less. It’s like Logan said - we have a connection like no 
other. It’s one in a million. We would be fools to let it go to 
waste. 


Logan’s hand slips up the back of my shirt, tracing the skin 
of my back. It feels like heaven to have his hands on my skin 
again. How did | get through these days without him? How 
did | survive before Logan was a part of my life? Now that 
I’ve had a taste of him, | can never go back. | grind against 
him and he moans against my lips, his grip on me is getting 
tighter. | want the marks of his fingers on my skin, marking 
his territory. I’m his. He’s mine. We're endgame now, and | 
wouldn't have it any other way. 


| pull away from him slightly and he takes the opportunity to 
unbutton my blouse a little, burying his face between my 
breasts and kissing the tender skin there. | shiver with 
pleasure. There’s still so much of me that he hasn’t had an 
opportunity to explore, and my mind is going wild just with 
the thought of what he’s going to do with me. 


“Logan...” | whisper, gripping his hair to bring him in closer 
to me. His warm tongue snakes over my skin and | shudder 
again. I’m soaking wet between my legs in anticipation. | 
don’t want to waste any time tonight. I’m going to make 
every single second count. | close my eyes and tilt my head 
back, groaning loudly as he continues to worship my body 
with his lips and tongue. 


“| love it,” | moan. “I love you.” 


The words slip out before | can stop myself. | cover my 
mouth in utter shock. | can’t believe | would say something 
so reckless, but with Logan touching me, it’s hard not to let 
everything spill out. He stares at me in shock and | watch 
him back, hoping he'll say something, anything. Have | 
screwed this up entirely? He has no idea how to respond, 
that much is clear. 


“Logan?” 


But then something even worse happens. | hear a key in the 
lock of my door. Seconds later, in bursts Joshua. 


“Hey, Isabella, sorry to barge in like this, but I just-” 
Joshua finally looks up and spots me on top of Logan’s lap, 
my blouse half undone and my face frozen in horror. We look 


at each other in shock. Neither of us knows what to say. 


My brother has just caught me with his best friend. 


CHAPTER 27 


Logan 


Just when I thought there were no more surprises coming my 
way, Joshua goes and walks in on me and Isabella. The 
timing is spectacularly bad. We’re so clearly getting it on 
that we literally can’t make any excuses. Her chest is half 
exposed and she’s sitting on my lap. It doesn’t exactly look 
innocent. 


But my mind is still reeling from what Isabella said. She’s 
just dropped a bombshell and told me that she loves me. | 
can barely believe it. | came here not knowing if she would 
even take me back, and now she’s telling me that she’s in 
love with me. Does she mean it, or did she say it in the heat 
of the moment? Will | ever get to find out now, or is Joshua 
about to beat my brains in? 


Isabella springs off my lap, fiddling with her buttons. | can 
see that her hands are shaking. “What the hell are you doing 
here, Joshua?” 


He’s staring at her in horror. “I came here to talk things 
over... but | can see that you’re...busy.” 


“This is the reason normal people knock, Josh. Don’t you 
think | have a right to my own privacy? You can’t just walk in 
here. You didn’t even call.” 


This couldn’t get much more awkward. Joshua glares in my 
direction and I sit as quietly as | can. | don’t want to say 


anything to aggravate him. Joshua has the hottest head of 
anyone | know. | really don’t want us to end up fighting or 
something. But it seems that might be inevitable when he 
jabs an accusatory finger in my direction. 


“You,” he hisses. “You told me you weren’t going after my 
sister. You put your hand on your heart and said you would 
never do that. And now look at you.” 


“You have no right to weigh in on this,” | say back, unable to 
bite my tongue. “This isn’t your business.” 


“Oh, it’s my business. She’s my sister. Are you seriously 
telling me that what she does doesn’t have anything to do 
with me?” 


“Logan’s right,” Isabella cuts in. “I’m an adult. I’m allowed to 
make my own decisions.” 


Joshua waves her comment off dismissively. “You have no 
idea what you’re doing. You can’t make these kind of 
decisions for yourself.” 


| hold my breath. That was definitely not the right thing to 
say, and | can already tell that Isabella isn’t happy about it. 
She squares up to her brother, though she barely reaches his 
chin in height. 


“I Know what I’m doing,” she hisses. “I think it’s you that 
doesn’t know what you’re doing. You come over here 
uninvited and start telling me how to live my own life, while 
standing in my apartment? You have some nerve.” 


“I'm trying to protect you,” Joshua snaps. “Someone’s got 
to.” 


“| can take care of myself. And | seriously don’t need a 
lecture,” Isabella says, crossing her arms. “Besides, he’s your 
best friend. Why don’t you trust him to be a real man? He’s a 
gentleman, so stop telling me he’s trouble. He’s treated me 
better than | ever could have imagined. | want to be with 
him, Joshua. What’s so hard to accept about that?” 


“He’s going to play you! Why can’t you have the sense to 
realize that men only ever want one thing?” 


Isabella gives Joshua a scathing look. “Just because that’s all 
you want, don’t lump all other men in your category. Grow 
up, Joshua, and stop generalizing. | know there are some 
scumbags out there, but Logan isn’t one of them.” 


| don’t know whether I should try and contribute to this 
conversation or not. Whatever | say, Joshua is going to shoot 
me down, but sitting here and letting Isabella fight my 
battles for me doesn’t exactly shed me in a good light or 
make me feel like much of a man, especially one who wants 
her as bad as I do. | stand up and cross the room to put an 
arm around Isabella. 


“Look, | Know this can’t be an easy pill to swallow,” | start 
carefully, looking Joshua in the eye. “I Know you are 
protective of Isabella. But | want to be with her too. This isn’t 
just some casual fling. I’ve wanted this for a really long time. 
Can’t you find it in you to be happy for us?” 


“It’s all just words,” Joshua growls. “How am I supposed to 
trust you when you went behind my back.” 


“You didn’t give us a lot of choice,” | say gently. “You literally 
tried to keep us apart. But we’ve got a connection...we keep 
coming back together, despite everything we have been 
through together. We really care for one another.” 


“You need to have a little faith,” Isabella says, her voice 
quieter now. “And even if this is a mistake, it’s mine to 
make.” 


“He’s your boss. If you were mature enough to handle a 
relationship, you’d be mature enough to know that sleeping 
with your boss is a bad decision. You could start a scandal! 
You could get in real trouble, and all you care about is 
following your childish crush.” 


Isabella straightens up. “I know how | feel. | guess you'll 
never be able to understand what we have, because you 
refuse to put your heart on the line, but I’m willing to take 
the risk for Logan. If he breaks my heart...well, at least it was 
my choice. | refuse to live my life with my brother making 
every decision for me.” 


Joshua stares at Isabella. It feels like a private moment 
between siblings and | want to walk away, but | don’t want 
to seem like a coward. The way he’s looking at her now, it’s 
almost as though he doesn’t recognize her. 


“You've changed,” he says quietly. Isabella blinks, her face 
softening a little. 


“| have,” she replies gently. “But I’m still me. New and 
improved. But | can’t take any bullshit anymore. You have to 
accept that my life is my own. You don’t get to make me 
your problem, or make decisions for me. Including this one. 
And if you can’t forgive Logan for following his heart, then 
you're not being fair.” 


“I'm finally happy, Josh,” | tell him. He finally looks at me 
without venom in his gaze. He takes a deep breath. 


“All | have ever known is men that let my sister down,” he 
responds. “Our father left us behind to fend for ourselves. 
I’ve seen hundreds of guys looking at her like she’s a piece 
of meat. I’m the only one who ever looked out for her...it’s 
hard to accept that someone else might have good 
intentions.” 


“| get it,” | say honestly, running a hand through my hair. 
“You know me better than anyone...you know | used to have 
a reputation. But you can understand why | was the way | 
was, right?” 


“You were an asshole.” 


“| was. But | was also broken. You know what it’s like to 
suddenly live life without your parents around,” | remind 
him. Joshua avoids my gaze. 


“| suppose | do.” 


“When my parents died, | did a lot of things | shouldn’t. But 
that doesn’t make me a bad person. You know I’m not a bad 
guy, right? We’ve been best friends for years. Isn’t it every 
guy’s dream for their little sister to find something worthy 
with a guy they already know and trust?” 


Joshua wavers. “I don’t know...look, | admit, I’ve gone 
overboard. I’ve been far too protective. And yes, Logan, 
you're a decent guy these days. But it’s the fear of you 
relapsing into your old ways that scares me.” 


“I won't let that happen. Isabella may have changed 
recently, but she’s not the only one.” My arm tightens 
around Isabella’s shoulders. “I’ve changed too. She’s made 
me into a better man. And I’m all hers, if she wants me. I’m 
not going anywhere.” 


Isabella glances my way and smiles. Perhaps it’s not exactly 
the declaration she was looking for, | still haven’t told her | 
love her back, but we have plenty of time for that. Now 
doesn’t seem like the right moment, with her brother 
standing right in front of us. He still looks distressed, but he 
doesn’t look as angry anymore. He sighs and shakes his 
head to himself. 


“This is going to take me some time to get over,” he says, 
closing his eyes. “I kind of saw it coming, but nothing 
prepared me for it. I’m just going to need a while to get used 
to it.” 


Isabella snuggles in closer to me. “That’s okay. | don’t care 
how long it takes as long as it happens. Your opinion is 
important to me, Joshua...but it’s never going to be the 
decider for me. At least not where my love life is concerned. 
That’s for me to decide.” 


Joshua nods, still not looking at either of us. He opens his 
eyes and stares at his feet uncomfortably. “Alright,” he says. 
“| hope you know what you're doing. I’m going to go 
now...I’Il see you both around, | suppose.” 


“You don’t want a glass of wine?” Isabella says, but everyone 
can tell she doesn’t mean it. Right now, the best thing for 
Joshua is some distance from the two of us. He shakes his 
head, already heading for the door. 


“Not tonight. l'Il see you soon.” 
With that, he leaves. Isabella seems to deflate as the door 


closes, like she’s been holding her breath this whole time. | 
know | have. She turns to me, looking horrified. 


“Well, | wasn’t expecting to have that conversation so 
soon...” 


“It went as well as it could have gone,” | say, kissing the top 
of Isabella’s head. “It’s all going to be okay, | promise.” 


CHAPTER 28 


Isabella 


Tonight has been exhausting to say the least. | need to finish 
my wine just to calm my nerves so | grab it off the table and 
drain half the glass. Logan chuckles at me. 


“Steady there. You’re going to make yourself ill.” 


The wine is bitter in my throat. | gasp for air as | swallow the 
final gulp, my heart racing. “I can’t believe this night. Joshua 
is just issue after issue these days...why can’t he just leave 
me to my own devices?” 


“He cares about you, Isabella. He just wants what’s best for 
you.” 


“It doesn’t really feel that way,” | mumble. “I mean, how 
does he know what’s best for me? If he had his way, I’d be a 
celibate nun for the rest of my life. Why is the idea of me 
being with his best friend too horrific to handle? He should 
be jumping for joy.” 


Logan creeps up behind me, massaging my shoulders. “You 
need to relax,” he murmurs. “You were pretty relaxed before 
he came barging in...let’s get you back to that level...” 


| move away from him. “Not now, Logan. I’m not in the 
mood, please.” 


Logan sighs, picking up his own glass of wine. “Sorry. | just 
wanted this night to be perfect for you. | guess your brother 
kind of threw a wrench in the works.” 


“| get where he’s coming from. | just think he needs to chill 
out. As long as I’m happy, what does it matter?” 


“Exactly.” 


| sit down on the couch, closing my eyes. “But he’s right 
about some things. | mean...you’re my boss. Where are we 
Supposed to go from here?” 


“No one has to know what’s going on between us...it doesn’t 
have to be an issue at work.” 


“But it will be. | mean, look at the issues we’ve already 
faced. We were walked in on once.” 


“Well, | mean, we don’t have to do things at the office...” 


“And we’re supposed to lie to everyone we know, pretending 
there’s nothing between us? | don’t know about you, but | 
can’t hide my feelings.” | glance at Logan. I’m being much 
more careful now about what | say. After my accidental 
declaration of love, I’m not exactly feeling confident in 
myself. What if he’s not as interested as | am? Because I’m 
pretty certain what | said wasn’t just a slip of the tongue. I’m 
besotted with the guy. | really don’t think I’m capable of 
keeping that under wraps, especially if | keep blurting out 
how | feel in times of high emotion. But considering he 
hasn’t said it back at all, | need to get better at keeping my 
cards close to my chest. If | don’t, I’m seriously going to 
embarrass myself. 


“| feel the same,” Logan says after a while. “But what are we 
supposed to do?” 


| chew my lip. “Well...1 could quit my job.” 


Logan’s eyes widen as he sits beside me on the sofa. “What? 
You can’t be serious?” 


“lam serious, Logan. | don’t want anything to come between 
us, least of all work. It’s just a job. It’s not going to take me 
where | want to go. So now is kind of the perfect time to 
leave.” 


Logan shuffles closer to me, looking distressed. “But what 
will you do? Will you get another assistant job?” 


| smile. “Well...actually, I’ve given this some thought. When | 
thought I was going to hand in my notice...! got to thinking 
about what | actually want from my life. And being a 
makeup artist is still very much the dream. | have some 
Savings now, so it makes sense for me to take a course and 
dive straight in.” 


Logan’s hand slides into mine. “That sounds great, 
Isabella...but are you sure? It’s going to be a big change in 
your life. And it’s very competitive...] know that much from 
my market research. There are a lot of girls out there with 
similar dreams as you. Don’t you worry about your 
stability?” 


| squeeze Logan’s hand. “I’m not worried. I’m good at what | 
do, even if | only know the basics so far. I’m only going to 
get better. | know how to promote myself. l'Il work hard, and 
l'II make it to the top, no matter what it takes. As for 
change...everything is changing right now, Logan. My life 
isn’t anything like it was a few weeks ago, and that’s okay 


with me. | feel like I’m moving forward, not backward. So 
doesn’t that suggest that this is all for the best? | kind of feel 
like it’s fate...and if it means | can be with you freely, then | 
won’t regret quitting at all.” 


Logan’s eyes soften and he smiles at me. “Isabella...l’m glad 
you feel that way. You’re so right. It’s like a new start. For 
both of us.” His thumb brushes over my hand. “lIl help you 
in any way | can...we have counters for our makeup at every 
department store... can get you work there, if you’d like? 
Just to start out...” 


“Thank you, babe...but no. | want to do this for myself. I’ve 
always seen myself as self-made, and | want to keep things 
that way. If | fail, | fail. | don’t want to ride on the back of 
your success at the company.” | squeeze his hand, looking 
deep into his eyes. “I know you mean well, though... and | 
appreciate you so much. I’m so glad you’re a real part of my 
life now.” 


Logan puts down his glass once again and reaches out to 
caress my face. “I’ve waited for a long time to hear you say 
that,” he says gently. “And there’s something I’ve wanted to 
say for a long time too...” 


| hold my breath. | know what | want him to say, but I’m sure 
he’s not going to do it. Is he really going to give me what | 
want? The thing I’ve dreamed of for so many years. 


He leans his forehead against mine, his hand still cupping 
my cheek. “I’m in love with you, Isabella.” 


My heart swells with love. All my dreams are coming true. 
This is what I’ve waited for. | lean forward and kiss his lips. 
He tastes like wine and it makes the kiss even more 
tantalizing. The events of tonight fade into the background, 


and | get lost in his kiss. As we pull apart, there’s a twinkle in 
Logan’s eye. 


“Want to finish what we started earlier?” he murmurs. | let 
my hand drift between his leg, cupping his cock through his 
trousers. 


“You know | do.” 


CHAPTER 29 


Logan 


Today is Isabella’s final day at the company. She really went 
ahead with handing in her notice. Her training to become a 
makeup artist starts next week, and | wanted to give her a 
worthy send off. Bret and Brandon are helping me set up for 
the after work party. There are ten bottles of champagne 
lined up in the meeting room, plus a whole bunch of 
balloons and banners. It’s supposed to be a surprise, but I’m 
pretty sure either Bret or Brandon will let the secret out 
before the day is over. 


“This is going to be some party,” Bret comments. “| swear 
we've never done anything like this when other people leave 
the company...” 


“Yeah, well, um, sales are up. We have some Spare money in 
the budget,” | lie as smoothly as | can. “Besides, Isabella 
brought a lot to the company...” 


“She did?” Brandon says dumbly. “I mean, she was cool and 
all, but she was just an assistant.” 


Not to me, | think to myself. We’ve been dating for a few 
weeks now, and it feels like my whole world has finally 
clicked into place. She is so much more to me than anyone 
here could know, but we're still a secret. The only person 
who knows about us is Joshua. We'll be seeing him later for 
dinner, which will be interesting. We haven’t met up again 
since he walked in on us. Now, we’re going back to where it 


all started, to Bonita, for dinner. Hopefully this time around 
will be more of a success than the first time. 


“She was the hottest assistant we’ve ever had in this office,” 
Bret says casually. “I wonder if she’s single? Would it be 
inappropriate to ask her out, now that she’s leaving?” 


“| don’t think your wife would be impressed,” Brandon 
comments, rolling his eyes. Bret winks in my direction and | 
smile in discomfort. | guess I’m going to have to get used to 
everyone being in love with my woman as much as | am. She 
is, after all, absolutely gorgeous. It doesn’t mean | want half 
the men in the office ogling her, though. Still, this is the last 
day l'Il have to deal with that. After today, she’s all mine. 


We finish the preparation for the party just before the end of 
the work day. Minutes later, a bunch of the employees show 

up with Isabella, covering her eyes for effect. When they let 

her open her eyes, we're all waiting for her. 


“Surprise!” we shout to her. Isabella grins, covering her 
blushing cheeks with her hands. 


“Whoa! Thank you, everyone!” she exclaims. The party gets 
under way as Brandon begins popping open the champagne 
bottles and | watch Isabella doing her rounds of the room, 
chatting to everyone as though they're close friends. It’s 
crazy...a few weeks back, she couldn’t say boo to a mouse. 
Now she’s this confident young woman who can own any 
room she walks into. It’s nice to see, to be honest. She keeps 
catching my eye across the room with a secretive smile and | 
feel my insides turning to jelly. Damn, that girl does things 
to me that | can’t explain. 


Bret slides up to me as I’m sipping champagne at the side of 
the room. “Caught you looking,” he says, nodding in 


Isabella’s direction. “Who can blame you, man? It’s a wonder 
you ever got any work done with that girl just down the hall 
from you.” 


| smile to myself. “Oh, you have no idea.” 


Bret laughs, punching my arm playfully. “Such a dog, Logan. 
Hey, remember when you had that girl in your office a few 
weeks back? I’m still reeling from that, man. | tried to 
convince my wife it was a hot idea, but she can be sucha 
prude...” 


| half-listen to Bret rambling on for a while in his awful way. | 
can’t keep my eyes off Isabella. She looks gorgeous today, 
sporting a pair of stilettos, the very same ones that she wore 
that time in my office, and a slinky black dress. She still 
looks completely professional, but the thoughts I’m having 
about her right now are far from that. | want her here, right 
now, but that’s kind of my permanent state these days. Sex 
with her is just another level entirely, and it’s always on my 
mind. She’s my girl, and soon l'Il be able to tell the world 
that. But for now, we have to keep this under wraps, or we'll 
get in trouble. 


“Boss?” 


“Mm?” | say, mostly distracted by my beautiful girlfriend. 
But it seems I’m not the only one. Bret is staring at her, but 
not in a sexual way. In fact, his eyes are on the last place 
that | would expect. 


He’s looking at her feet. 
“Dude...I’ve seen those shoes before,” Bret says quietly. “| 


wouldn't forget them, man. That moment was 
iconic...lsabella is your Cinderella?” 


My heart sinks. He’s figured it out. He knows what we did. | 
can’t even hide my shock. For once, my smooth talking 
won’t get me out of this. Bret and | regard each other in 
shock and confusion. Bret is pretty much useless most of the 
time, so how the hell did he remember the one thing that | 
wish he’d forget. 


“Um...” 


“You slept with your assistant?” Bret hisses. I’m scared 
someone might hear him so I grab his arm and march him 
out of the room. He’s looking over his shoulder in shock, 
trying to process the information he’s just stumbled upon. | 
shut the door to the meeting room and pull Bret even further 
away. 


“Whoa, man, let me go.” 


| stop and square up to Bret. “Look, you can’t tell anyone 
about this. This is sensitive information.” 


“Sensitive? This is fucking crazy, man? | can barely believe 
[tae 


| screw my eyes closed. This is the worst thing that could 
have happened. Someone like Bret is the last person | would 
trust with this kind of information. He’s a blabbermouth at 
the best of times, and | know he thrives on gossip. If he lets 
this slip, everything is going to blow up in my face, even if 
Isabella is leaving the company. 


“Bret...” 


“| can’t believe it!” Bret says, grinning at me goofily. “| 
always knew there was some sexual chemistry there, but 


damn, | had no idea there was so much! How many times 
has it happened? Was she good? Oh man, this is crazy...” 


“Bret, stop. You can’t tell anyone about this,” | growl. “This 
could put me in a lot of trouble...” 


“But this is huge! Like crazy huge.” 


“| kKnow...but there’s a lot you don’t understand. | don’t want 
anything to jeopardize this, alright?” | run a hand through 
my hair, wishing | had Isabella beside me to help me with 
this. She’s always good at talking people down ina 
situation. She would know exactly how to get Bret to keep 
his mouth shut. | shake my head to myself, trying to 
concentrate on the question in my mind. What would 
Isabella do? How would she handle this? 


It suddenly clicks what she would do. She would be entirely 
honest about the situation. She would appeal to Bret’s 
emotional side and make him see exactly why this has to 
remain a secret. | turn back to him and see that his pupils 
are dilated. He’s loving this gossip. He’s desperate to go and 
Share it with the world, but I’m going to give him every 
reason to keep quiet. I’m going to fix this. 


“Bret...what you don’t understand is that this isn’t some 
casual fling. I’ve been seeing Isabella for a few weeks now. 
Her brother is my best friend, and we’ve known each other 
for a very long time. Isabella was a part of my life before | 
even knew it, really. And now...well it’s like fate has brought 
us together.” 


“Are you serious, man?” 


| nod. “Completely. She means so much to me. And that’s 
why she is leaving the company. So that we can be together 


without judgment. If people find out what’s going on 
between us...well you can understand how it might be 
troublesome, right? After all...bosses aren’t supposed to 
hook up with their assistants. And | don’t want people 
thinking that this isn’t as serious as it is.” 


Bret blinks several times. “How serious is it?” 


It’s a question | wish he hadn’t asked. Because now, | have 
to tell him how | feel about Isabella before I’ve even had a 
chance to tell her myself. | was planning to speak to her 
tonight after dinner. Buy this situation is forcing me to play 
things a little differently, and if my honesty means that Bret 
keeps his mouth shut, then I have to do it. I sigh. 


“I’m in love with her, Bret. | can see us getting married, 
having kids, the whole lot. | know that she’s the girl I’ve 
been waiting for all this time. And | really can’t bear the 
thought of anything tearing us apart, or presenting issues 
for our relationship. She’s so amazing...she could have 
anyone. I’m just lucky that she wants me. So please, Bret. If 
you have any consideration...you'll keep this to yourself.” 


Bret is staring at me, and it’s hard to tell if anything has 
sunken into his brain. He’s not exactly the sharpest tool in 
the shed, so | wouldn’t be surprised if he was still confused 
by what I’ve said. But after a while, he smiles at me, putting 
his hand on my shoulder. 


“I had no idea you felt so much for her...I think that’s great, 
man. | totally get why you want to hold on to this...she’s a 
great girl. | won’t say anything. | swear.” 


| try not to show how relieved | am. | don’t want Bret 
catching on to how worried | was about this. | put my hand 
on his arm in return. | feel like if | appeal to him ona 


friendship level, then he won’t be tempted to stray from his 
word. 


“| really appreciate this, Bret. | know Isabella will too. You’re 
doing both of us a solid by keeping this between us.” 


“Don’t sweat it,” Bret says with his biggest, goofiest grin. 
“And hey, man, I’m sorry for talking about Isabella like | did 
before...it’s just she’s hot, you know?” 


| smile. “Oh, | Know. Just keep those kinds of thoughts to 
yourself from now on, yeah? | can’t blame you for having 
them...you’re only human, after all...but you can understand 
why | don’t want to hear it, right?” 


“Absolutely. Don’t worry, boss...your secret is safe with me. | 
won’t even tell my wife.” 


| can’t help sighing in relief. | trust Bret’s word, somehow. He 
might be an idiot, but it seems like I’ve really drummed 
home my point. If he spills now, at least Isabella has some 
time to distance herself from the drama. But the way Bret is 
smiling at me, | feel like we’re safe. | put an arm around his 
shoulder and lead him back to the office. 


“Champagne?” | ask. There’s nothing like buttering someone 
up to make sure they keep your secrets. Bret seems none 
the wiser, smiling as though we are best friends now. 


“Hell yeah, man...let’s do this.” 


As we enter the party once more, Isabella cranes her neck to 
look at us, looking nervous. She probably saw us leaving and 
had an inkling of what was happening. But Bret just winks in 
her direction and heads over to the table to pour himself a 
drink. | subtly give Isabella a thumbs up and she smiles to 


herself, returning to the conversation she was a part of. | 
stand to the side of the party once again, planning what I’m 
going to say to Isabella later tonight. | did tell a slight white 
lie to Bret. I’ve told her | love her a hundred times before. 
Tonight is much more important though. Tonight is going to 
be yet another turning point, because it’s hopefully going to 
prove to her just how much | care. We might not have been 
together for very long, but I’ve never been more sure of 
anything in my life. | just hope Isabella feels the same way. | 
want to make her mine forever. | pat my jacket pocket, 
feeling for the small box I’ve been keeping in there all day. 


I’m going to ask Isabella to marry me. 


CHAPTER 30 


Isabella 


The party is drawing to a close. It’s only seven o'clock, but 
Logan and | have dinner reservations with my brother, so | 
wasn’t expecting this thing to run late. Besides, I’m not 
really going to miss this job. I’m moving onto bigger and 
better things, at least in terms of my career progression - I’m 
going to do my training to become a makeup artist, after all 
these years of wishing | could. Besides, the only thing | will 
miss from this job is seeing Logan’s face every day at work, 
but now that we're official, it doesn’t matter anyway. We can 
both focus on what we want to gain from our careers and 
then come home to one another and worship one another in 
our spare time. 


It is a little sad to say goodbye to everyone. Bret gives mea 
strangely long hug as l'm leaving, and | can’t help 
wondering what he and Logan talked about in the corridor. | 
suppose Logan will tell me later. He loudly announces that 
he’s going to walk me out and then we leave the party 
together. It feels like a relief. There won’t be any more 
pretending or lying to everyone. We won't have to hide from 
the world any longer. We can hold hands in public without 
worrying. No one can stop us now. 


Logan’s hand brushes my waist. “Did you have a good 
time?” 


| nod with a smile. “It was a lovely surprise. And it was a 
good way of taking the edge off my nerves about tonight.” 


| have to admit, seeing Joshua again is scary to me. We 
haven't been ourselves since he walked in on me and Logan. 
Usually, we talk every day, even if only over text, but our 
only communication has been to arrange this meeting 
tonight. It doesn’t feel casual, either. It feels like another 
opportunity for Joshua to scrutinize the pair of us and make 
us feel uncomfortable about our relationship. | have a lot of 
love for my brother, of course, but knowing that he doesn’t 
truly respect my decisions makes it hard for the pair of us to 
get along. He said that he was fine with everything, but I’m 
not sure he really means it. 


Logan seems to read my mind and slips an arm around me, 
kissing my cheek. “Don’t worry, baby. It’s going to be okay. | 
promise you.” 


| don’t know why he’s so certain, but | want to believe him. | 
hope more than anything that tonight ends with us all back 
to normal, with the added acceptance of my relationship 
with Logan. It can’t be easy for Joshua, knowing that the two 
of us lied to him about our intentions toward one another, 
but we followed our hearts and it led us here. | don’t regret 
anything about the way | acted, because if | had done 
anything differently, | might not be with Logan now. | believe 
you only get one true shot at everything you want. Messing 
this up was never an option, and I’m not going to give Logan 
up for anything. 


The crazy thing is that I’ve never been more certain about 
what | want. | was scared that I’d realize somewhere along 
the line that us being together isn’t sensible. | was worried 
that my heart was giving me the wrong signals, and that 
something would go horribly wrong, leaving me with a 
broken heart. But I’ve learned so much over these past few 
weeks. I’ve learned to trust that people aren’t all bad. I’ve 


learned that the man | fell in love with is a perfect 
gentleman, incapable of hurting a soul. I’ve learnt that he’s 
just as overprotective as my brother, but with the best 
intentions at heart, always. I’ve learned that even if he is my 
first love, he’s definitely the only man l'Il ever feel this way 
for. Most importantly, I’ve learned that love is stronger than | 
ever imagined, and there’s no way in hell I’m ever going to 
let this go. 


We reach the entrance of the building and find that Joshua’s 
car is already waiting outside to pick us up. His one 
condition for tonight was that Logan didn’t drive, given what 
happened when we last went out for a meal together. He’s 
sitting in the driver’s seat and he doesn’t get out to let us in, 
but he does nod to us both politely as we slip into the 
backseat. It makes me feel like a child, sitting in the back 
instead of the front, but | want to have Logan beside me. It’s 
almost as though we're putting on a united front by sitting 
together. Our hands interlock almost immediately and | 
know just from the touch of his hand that everything is 
going to be fine. 


“Hey, guys,” Joshua says casually, as though nothing 
awkward has come between the three of us these past few 
weeks. “Good party?” 


“Are you kidding? Of course it was, | threw it,” Logan says. 
Joshua cracks a smile in the rearview mirror and shakes his 
head to himself as he starts up the engine. | don’t respond, a 
little in shock. | had expected at least a little coldness, a 
little time to warm things up between us all, but Logan and 
Joshua easily fall back into their easy banter as we drive to 
the restaurant. It feels surreal to me how easy this has 
become. Did | really sit for hours in my office worrying about 
how this was going to go? Because right now, it feels as 
natural as | always dreamed it would. 


We reach the restaurant and Logan quickly rushes around to 
my side of the car to open the door and help me out. Joshua 
watches him with an approving smile, meeting my eye for 
the first time and nodding to me. | didn’t say a word on the 
way here, but | can tell from Joshua’s face that we’re cool. | 
smile back, allowing Logan to thread his arm through mine 
as we walk inside. 


We're given the same table as last time, but there’s so much 
no tension around this table as we settle down to look at the 
menus. Logan catches my eye across the table. 


“Will you be having your usual?” he asks with a smile. | 
smile back. Every time he speaks to me, | get this rush of 
warmth through my body. 


“Of course. And you?” 
“Definitely.” 


| can feel Joshua looking at the two of us. It feels a little 
unusual to be under such scrutiny. Of course, we have been 
a secret for the past few weeks, and it’s meant that we’ve 
avoided all chances of being around people we know. Now, 
we're having dinner with the person who is the most 
important to both of us, and it’s impossible not to think 
about what he sees when he looks at us as a pair. All | want 
in life is for him to approve, and it seems like this is going 
well so far. 


Someone comes over to take our order and pours us alla 
glass of red wine. We’re quiet for a moment before Joshua 
clears his throat, picking up his glass of wine. 


“I'd like to say a few words,” he says. My heart seizes. This 
will either be a very positive speech or his opportunity to lay 
out to us how much he disapproves. | hold my breath, 
reaching for my own glass. Joshua turns to me first. 


“Isabella...these past few weeks, I’ve realized something. | 
missed the moment where you turned from a girl into a 
woman. | was so focused on raising you right that | forgot to 
look out for the signs that you’re grown. | should have 
realized that you don’t need me anymore.” 


“That’s not true,” | say gently. “I do need you.” 


Joshua offers me a sad smile. “Not in the same way as 
before. And that’s fine. | should have seen it coming, and | 
shouldn’t ever have tried to stop it. This is your life. And I’ve 
come to see over this time we've spent apart that you're 
perfectly capable of judging what is right for you. | shouldn’t 
have dismissed you the way | did for so long. You’ve 
flourished, and it’s so good to see. | don’t know if that’s 
attributable to my buddy Logan, or whether something else 
just clicked, but I’m happy for you.” 


| finally feel like | can breathe as Joshua turns to Logan. 


“Brother...| know | gave you a hard time. | know | didn’t trust 
you, and that was my own stupidity. | should have known 
that you would never do anything to disrespect me, or my 
sister. Even though I haven’t been around to see you two as 
a couple since you got together, | know that you're treating 
her well. | know this because I’ve never seen her look this 
happy before. And that’s because to you.” 


Logan’s cheeks are a little flushed. “It’s good to hear you say 
that, man. You Know how much you both mean to me.” 
Logan reaches for my hand across the table, brushing his 


thumb over my knuckles. “You have a wonderful sister, and 
one of the biggest reasons why is because of you. You raised 
her more than anyone else did, and I’m so proud of you. 
Some day, you’re going to have a family of your own, and 
you’re going to make a perfect dad. You gave Isabella the 
world. You worked hard for her. But most of all, I’m thankful 
for the fact that you introduced her to me. | promise, I’m not 
going to play with her heart, because | love her with all of 
mine.” 


I’m not the type to break down and cry easily, but there are 
tears in my eyes right now. Hearing the two most important 
people in my life talk so openly, so sweetly, and in a way 
that brings the three of us together makes me feel like 
everything is falling into place. A few weeks back, my life 
was strictly average. Now, | have everything I’ve ever 
dreamed of and more. Joshua’s eyes linger on Logan’s face 
for a minute and he sniffs. I’ve never seen him cry either, 
but I think right now, he’s close. After all, Logan’s speech 
was pretty moving. Joshua clears his throat and raises his 
glass, probably to stop himself from breaking down. 


“Wait,” | say, raising my own glass. “I want to say something 
too.” 


| feel a little nervous as they both turn their attention to me. 
I’ve never been one for speeches. | usually leave those to 
Joshua. But I’m a new woman now, and | want to share my 
thoughts with the table. | smile at them both. 


“I never thought there would be another moment where we 
were all together,” | tell them honestly. “I really thought | 
had broken everything beyond repair. I’ve had moments 
over the past few weeks where I’ve hurt your feelings,” | nod 
to Joshua, “or where I’ve neglected to trust you,” | nod to 
Logan, “and | know now how wrong that was. | appreciate 


you both more than you can possibly know. You have both 
shown me sides to myself that | didn’t know existed, both 
good and bad. Through you both, I’m learning more about 
myself. But | know most of all that you are both people that | 
will always love unconditionally. You have made me who | 
am today...and I'd like to toast to the future | hope we will all 
have in each other’s company.” 


“Hear, hear,” Logan says, raising his own glass. Joshua 
smiles and clinks his glass against both of ours. In this 
moment, | know everything has worked out perfectly. | know 
for sure that everything is going to be okay. And | know | 
have everything | could ever want. 


CHAPTER 31 


Isabella 


It’s late when Logan and | get back to his apartment. 
Although these days, it kind of feels like our apartment. | 
spend most of my evenings here, and I’ve become so relaxed 
here, that | treat it like my own place. Of course, it’s a huge 
step up from the apartment I’m renting, but there’s no 
reason why | shouldn’t be here. Logan and | are already 
looking for options of living together. Some might say it’s 
too early, but | disagree. When you want something with all 
of your heart, why should you hold back? 


Logan’s arms slip around me and he pulls me in close to his 
body. He kisses my neck gently and I sigh at his touch. I’ve 
had a few glasses of wine, and it’s safe to say I’m feeling it, 
but I’m not drunk. Just happy. Just right. 


“That was perfect,” Logan says. “I’m really, really glad we 
could get back on track with Joshua. | know how important it 
is to you...and to be honest, it means a lot to me as well.” 


“| know it does,” | say gently. Logan hasn't really expressed 
it much, but | know how much he’s missed Joshua. He’s a 
social creature with few friends that he can trust. Of course 
he has me, but nothing can replace the bond of friendship 
between two men who are close to one another. | know that 
being back in touch with his best friend will make him even 
happier than he is now, and for that reason, I’m even 
happier we had this meet-up. 


“I'll be back in a moment,” Logan informs me, kissing my 
cheek. “Make yourself comfortable.” 


| sit down on the sofa and stare out of the window at the city 
that | adore. It feels even more magical now that my heart is 
alive with love. There are so many romantic movies set in 
the city and it’s moments like this that | realize why. Among 
the jungle of high-rise buildings, bright lights and thousands 
of people, it’s easy to feel lost, but since Logan and | got 
together, | feel as though I’ve found perfection. | see no 
reason to want for anything now when | have everything | 
could ever want. 


“Close your eyes, baby,” Logan says as he re enters the 
room. My back is to him, but I can see his reflection in the 
window. He’s holding something in his hand, and for some 
reason, it sets my heart ablaze. 


“Why?” 
“Just trust me, honey. Trust me.” 


| do as he asks. | would trust this man with my life, so why 
wouldn't | close my eyes when he asks me to? | have a good 
feeling about this moment. As my eyes shut, | question what 
he’s going to give me. Logan has bought me several 
presents since we've been together. Nothing lavish, because 
he knows | care more about emotional gestures than 
materialistic items, but right now, I’m sensing he might have 
gotten me some earrings or something. Whatever it is, | 
know | will love it. 


“| have to ask you three questions,” he says to me gently. | 
can sense he’s close to me now, though | don’t know exactly 
where. | smile in his general direction, feeling giggly as he 
keeps me in the dark. 


“Okay...” 
“First question...are you happy? With me, | mean.” 


| laugh. What kind of ridiculous question is that? “Of course | 
am. I’m head over heels for you.” 


Logan doesn’t laugh back, but his voice is warm when he 
speaks. “| feel the same. Every minute with you feels like a 
dream. | just want to make sure you feel the same. Second 
question...is there anything else | can do to make you 
happier?” 


| frown. These questions are pretty strange, if you ask me. 
It’s hard to see where he might be going with this, but | 
guess l'Il play along if that’s what he wants. “Logan...you 
given me everything I’ve ever wanted and more. You don’t 
need to do any more than you already have.” 


“But you would tell me if there was ever an issue, right? 
Because all | care about is you being happy.” 


| feel my own face soften. | had no idea Logan felt so 
insecure about this. | guess he’s just as invested in this as | 
am, and just because he’s more experienced, it doesn’t 
mean he’s certain of anything. It’s kind of endearing to know 
he’s just as scared as | am about this whole thing. 


“Of course | would tell you, Logan. But that’s definitely not 
the case, so there’s nothing to worry about, babe.” 


“Good. That’s what | was hoping to hear. | just have one 
more question...” 


“Okay.. mi 


“Finally...do you love me?” 


The question catches me off guard, even more so than the 
others. I’ve never had him ask me that question before. 
We've just said it in passing, whenever it comes naturally. | 
can’t believe he would ever question this, but of course, I’m 
happy to tell him the truth. 


“Logan...| love you with all my heart. Nothing can ever 
replace the way | feel for you.” 


“I'm glad you feel that way...very glad indeed. You can open 
your eyes, if you want...” 


| don’t take much persuasion. | want to know what this 
whole performance is about. To my complete surprise, | find 
Logan on one knee in front of me. In his hand, he’s holding 
the most beautiful ring I’ve ever seen. It’s so simple, and yet 
SO gorgeous. Two bands of silver are twisted together, and 
there’s a small aquamarine gemstone in the middle. | can 
tell it isn’t cheap, but | know he hasn’t broken the bank 
either, and | couldn’t be more pleased with it. It just goes to 
show how well Logan knows me, because it’s perfect for me. 
Perfect for my needs and wants, just like he is. | cover my 
mouth in shock. 


“Logan...are you doing what I think you’re doing?” 
He grins at me. “Quite possibly. Are you surprised?” 
“| think that’s an understatement....” 


He chuckles, reaching for my hand with his spare one. “l 
have some stuff | want to say, if that’s okay?” 


“Of course that’s okay, babe...” 


Logan squeezes my hand. “Isabella...| Know that we haven’t 
been together for long, but | spent a year wanting this to 
happen. | spent every waking hour wishing | could have you, 
and convincing myself that you would always be out of 
reach for me. But now you’re here with me, and my dreams 
have become a reality. I’ve been given one shot at this and | 
don’t want to mess it up by jumping to conclusions...but if 
you feel half as much as what | feel, then | know we are 
going to have a very happy life together.” 


Happy tears are welling in my eyes. | squeeze Logan’s hand 
to encourage him to continue, not wanting to interrupt his 
speech. He can’t stop smiling, his mischievous eyes filling 
with pleasure. 


“| knew within the first week that we spent together that | 
wanted to marry you. I’d always had a vision of my future...a 
family, pets, a beautiful house and enough money to live 
comfortably. But to have that dream, | needed to find the 
right woman. | thought for a while that | might end up 
spending my life alone...but then you came into my life and | 
was just so sure. The future | wanted started to feature you. | 
could see myself smiling at you over the breakfast table. | 
could see your belly swollen with our children. | could see 
myself making love to you every single night and never 
having my eyes wander elsewhere. Because you give me 
everything I’ve ever wanted and more. Which is why | 
wanted to ask you those three questions. Because | don’t 
want to do this if you’re not all in too...but now I know that 
you are.” 


“Of course | am,” | say. There’s a lump in my throat, but I’ve 
literally never been happier. This is the moment my life has 
been leading up to. Everything he’s saying is making me 


want to rush into saying yes, yes, yes to everything, but | 
also want to hear the end of his speech. He smiles at me, his 
own eyes filling with tears. 


“It’s not enough just to have you with me. | want to make 
you mine. | want to see a ring on your finger and know that | 
put it there. | want to know that we belong to one another 
for all of time. I’m not a very impulsive person when it comes 
to matters of the heart...some might say this is insanity, and 
that it makes no sense to rush...but | don’t see it that way. | 
don’t feel like I’m rushing. It feels like I’m perfectly on time. 
And with that in mind...will you do me the honor of 
becoming my wife and marry me?” 


“Yes. Of course | will,” | whisper. | slide off the couch and 
onto my knees opposite him. He gently takes my hand, and | 
can feel him shaking a little. He removes the ring from the 
box and slides it onto my finger. And in that moment, the 
final piece falls into place. | lean in to kiss him, savoring 
every second that my lips are against his. His hands find my 
waist, pulling me in closer to him. As we pull apart, | lean my 
forehead against his. 


“Thank you...that was perfect. You knew | wouldn’t want 
something over the top...it’s perfect.” 


Logan’s finger traces my cheeks. “I’m glad you feel that way. 
Honestly...l was terrified. | didn’t know if you’d think it was 
too soon...but I’m glad you agree with me. | can’t wait to 
spend the rest of my life with you, Isabella.” 


“| can’t wait to give myself to you entirely, Logan.” 


We kiss again and | close my eyes, happy in the knowledge 
that everything | wanted is now in the palm of my hand. 


EPILOGUE 


Logan 
Five years later 


I’ve been up since five a.m. | never expected Christmas to be 
such hard work, but | guess when you have three-year-old 
twins to please, the fun never really stops. This is the first 
year that our little tyrants have really been old enough to 
enjoy all of the Christmas traditions in full so we’re going all 
out, complete with stockings, parties and gifts for their little 
friends, taking them ice skating, and leaving notes and 
cookies for Santa. As | finish up with the stockings, | head 
into the kitchen and absentmindedly munch on a few 
Christmas cookies to try and wake myself up with a little 
Sugar rush. 


Last year, Isabella was fully into the Christmas spirit, but this 
year her second pregnancy has left her feeling a little 
sluggish, so | insisted she say in bed while I sort everything 
out. It’s the least | can do, after all. The woman is a trooper. 
Since we moved to L.A. and she started up her freelancing 
makeup service, she’s been busy as a bee, but she’s a full 
time mom too, keeping an eye on both of our little ones 
while working from her home studio. | made sure when we 
bought the house that she would have everything she 
needed to make her dreams a reality, and LA has proved to 
be the perfect place for it. 


My own business has moved out here too. Or | should say, 
it’s expanded. The new office is in the heart of L.A. and has 


hundreds of employees. Listening to Isabella’s advice, | hired 
more women than men for the new office. The difference it 
has made for sales and morale in the company is amazing, 
and | know that I was foolish to let my company become a 
man’s world. Now, | know that the missing piece in the 
company was the other half of my heart. Since Isabella has 
been in my life, I’ve felt full for the first time, and it’s 
transformed my entire life. 


It’s nearing seven a.m., so | Know the girls will wake up soon. 
Iris and Ivy are early risers, which is completely not my style, 
but I’d do anything for them. Sure enough, | hear the patter 

of their little feet on the landing upstairs and | know exactly 

where they’re headed...to wake up their Uncle Joshua. 


| run upstairs to stop them from disturbing him...! feel awful 
that he’s being woken up so early on his day off... but when | 
reach the top of the stairs, he’s already scooped them both 
up for a hug as he sleepily emerges from the spare bedroom. 
He smiles at me. Our friendship has never been stronger 
than it is now. When | married Isabella a few years into our 
whirlwind romance, he was there to walk her down the aisle 
and act as my best man. Since then, he’s been a great Uncle 
to the kids, proving time and time again that he is a family 
man at heart. He’s still on his own at the minute so he 
spends every holiday with us, which suits us just fine. We 
don’t see enough of him now that we’ve moved to L.A., 
leaving him behind, but it makes our time with him all the 
more precious. 


“Merry Christmas, everyone,” Joshua says through a yawn. 
“Has Santa come down the chimney yet?” 


“He sure has,” | say, holding back a yawn of my own. I’m 
going to be tired all day, but it’s so worth it when | see Iris 
and Ivy’s faces light up. Joshua puts them down and they 


run to hug me. It never fails to surprise me how much love | 
have for the two of them, and right now is no exception. | 
hold them tight for a moment, just savoring the moment. | 
wish Isabella was here to share in it too, but l'Il let her rest a 
little while longer. 


“Why don’t you girls head downstairs and see what Santa 
has brought for you?” | say. They clap their hands with glee 
and hurry down the stairs hand in hand. | keep an eye on 
them until | can hear them in the living room, and then | 
turn to Joshua. 


“You can go back to bed, if you want.” 


“Nah. | wouldn’t miss this for the world,” he says, running a 
hand through his bed head. “I can’t wait until | have kids of 
my own.” 


| feel a pang of sadness for him. He’s always been a lone 
wolf in some senses, but it would be so good to see him 
settle down and find a family of his own. There’s only so 
much he can get out of being an uncle, after all. | put a hand 
on his arm. 


“You know, you should take some time off from the company. 
You work far too much,” | tell him. He practically has no time 
for dating because of his long hours at the office. | can 
remember a time where | was exactly the same, and it held 
me back from dating entirely. | Know what I’m talking about, 
and I think he would be wise to follow my advice, but | 
already know that he won't. Joshua straightens up, clearing 
his throat. 


“Not now. Not when the company is thriving.” 


“The world keeps turning, Joshua. You don’t need to give 
your entire life over to the company.” 


Joshua chuckles, clapping a hand onto my shoulder. “Well, 
why not? I’ve got nothing better to do.” 


Before | can respond, he walks toward the bathroom, 
effectively ending the conversation. | sigh. He’s such a 
closed book that he’s impossible to get through to him. | 
guess that’s where Isabella got it from when | first met her. 
She was so quiet and reserved, unwilling to give any part of 
herself up to me. | guess she’s still the same with people she 
doesn’t know, but since she’s been with me, she’s opened 
up like a flower in bloom. It has always made me feel good, 
knowing | have that effect on her. All Joshua needs now is 
someone that can do the same thing for him and | know he'll 
find her, or she'll find him. Underneath that gruff exterior of 
his is a lot of love to share, but only with one special woman 
in this world...just like me. 


| head downstairs to sit with the girls. They’re overexcited, 
desperate to tear into their Christmas gifts, but they’re also 
patient, knowing they have to wait for their Mom. Isabella 
has always been so good at keeping them humble, and this 
year, we haven’t given them a lot of gifts. It would be easy 
with our kind of money to give them the world on a silver 
platter, but Isabella insisted she didn’t want them to be 
spoiled, and | agree. | had a lot handed to me by my parents 
and it isn’t necessarily a good thing. Our girls, and our 
unborn baby, will grow up just like normal kids, and that’s 
the way we like it. 


Joshua joins us after a little while, offering me a cup of coffee 
and the girls some sugar cookies. Since it’s Christmas, I’m 
happy to let them go off on a sugar rush for once. 


Something has to keep them amused until Isabella arrives, 
after all. 


Around eight o’clock, | hear her coming down the stairs and | 
head over to help her. Her slim body has always struggled 
during pregnancy, especially in the third trimester, but she’s 
absolutely glowing. As she walks gracefully down the stairs, 
she cradles her swollen stomach with pride and smiles down 
at me. She’s in a nightgown and a silk dressing gown, her 
hair messy and untamed. | don’t think she has ever looked 
more beautiful. 


As she reaches the bottom step | take her hand and help her 
down. She’s not much a fan of being coddled, but I love 
helping her out. It’s the least | can do when she’s carrying 
our child. She kisses my cheek a little sleepily, smiling 
warmly. 


“Merry Christmas,” she says. “Let’s get this show on the 
road.” 


EPILOGUE 


Isabella 


| have always dreamed of a perfect family Christmas. When | 
was younger, Joshua used to make a lot of effort for the big 
day, but it always felt a little strange when it was just the 
two of us at the dinner table with a massive turkey between 
us. Our Christmas tree was a fake cactus plant covered in 
flashing lights because we couldn't really afford much else 
at the time. We always placed one gift for each of us under 
the tree, and that would be it. I’ve never been materialistic, 
but | always wanted Christmas to be a time of plenty. A time 
of celebration and not of scrounging for scraps. 


Now, I’ve finally got my wish. | hold Logan’s hand as Joshua 
sits on the floor with the girls, helping them open their 
presents. They shed the paper like wild things, uncovering 
children’s books, various toys and bags of sweets. They 
seem delighted with each and every thing they open and | 
sigh with relief. | took a long time on Christmas shopping 
this year, among trying to run my business, taking caring of 
the kids and visits to the doctor with my baby bump. It’s 
good to see that the kids are grateful for my efforts, even if 
Santa Claus is getting all of the credit. Logan squeezes my 
hand and | know he’s congratulating me on my present 
buying. | lean my head on his shoulder with a smile. Even 
after five years together, we're still absolutely on the same 
level. He knows me inside out, and | know him just as well. 


When the last of the girl’s gifts have been opened, us adults 
exchange presents. Joshua hands me a small box and | 
immediately know what it is. It’s always been our tradition to 


buy each other gifts from thrift stores, and for as long as | 
can remember, he’s always bought me a bracelet. He always 
manages to find something beautiful and elegant, and this 
year is no exception. The gems on it are aquamarine to 
match my engagement ring and | slip it on immediately with 
a smile. 


“Thanks, big bro,” | say. | want to get up to give him a kiss, 
but | settle for blowing one in his direction. My bump tends 
to stop me from doing a lot of things. | feel a little lazy 
during this pregnancy, but | think I’ve earned the right to be 
a little laid back. 


Logan hands his gift over to me. Another tradition, we 
always give each other a book to read, and after we finish 
reading them, we have a discussion about it. This year, he’s 
bought me a thriller novel and | can’t help smiling. A few 
weeks ago, | was in a terrible mood, getting down about my 
pregnancy back pain, and it somehow put me in the mood 
for thriller movies. | told Logan that it made me feel like my 
life wasn’t so bad when I saw the characters in their 
predicaments. | lean over to kiss his cheek and he smiles at 
me. 


“I've actually got you something else as well,” he tells me 
quietly. “lII show you later.” 


My heart rate rises a little. l’ve never been one for surprises, 
and | know l'Il be wondering all day what he’s got for me. 
But days like this always pass so quickly. 


We watch some Christmas movies, and then Joshua calls us 
to the table for food just after midday. He insisted on 
cooking the meal as a thank you for letting him stay, and 
part of me was relieved that he offered. Logan is a terrible 


cook, and | really didn’t feel like slaving over a hot stove, 
especially with my baby bump weighing me down. 


We enjoy a fantastic meal around the table. Even the girls, 
who are sometimes fussy eaters, eat everything on their 
plate, mopping up every glisten of gravy and asking for 
seconds. We try a little Yule log for dessert and then head 
back to the living room for a Christmas nap. All this food has 
got us tired and mopey. 


It’s four o’clock when Logan shakes me awake. | open my 
eyes and see Joshua snoozing in the armchair with both girls 
on his lap. | smile to myself, though | don’t much appreciate 
being woken up. Logan takes my hand. 


“| want to show you your gift,” he whispers. | sigh and allow 
him to take me from the room, but despite my tiredness, | 
couldn’t be more excited. Logan is good at buying gifts, and 
| know this will be no exception. 


We head into the second living room for some privacy and 
he hands me a large rectangular book. It looks like a photo 
album. | blush. Logan knows me so well, he knows | love 
sentimental stuff like this. | open it up and find that he has 
documented our last five years between the pages. He starts 
with a picture of when we first got together and our first trip 
away to Paris. He took a lot of pictures back then, when we 
weren't so busy that we forgot to get the camera out. But 
even so, he’s managed to capture all of the important 
moments. He’s cherry-picked the best pictures from our 
wedding and our honeymoon in Barbados. There are 
hundreds of my pregnancy and of when the girls were first 
born. And then, right at the end of the book, there are 
several blank pages. | glance up at Logan just as he snaps a 
picture of me on his phone and | laugh. After all these years, 
he’s still immortalizing our memories forever. 


“Thank you,” | tell him softly. “This is so beautiful.” 
“Just like you,” he says, stroking my cheek. “I love you.” 


“| love you more.” 


He leans in to give me a kiss and then sits down beside me 
so that we can look through the photos together again. With 
his hand in mine, and our memories on paper right before 
my eyes, | know | am the luckiest woman in the world. I’ve 
got everything | could ever want. 
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